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A SELECT 
eOLIiECTION OF POEMS. 

EPIGRAM, BY BP, ATTERBURY^- 

WRITTEN ONJ A WHITE FAN FORROWED FROM 
MISS OSBORNE> AFTERWARDS HJ8 WIFE.. 

T^ L AV I A the leaft and flighteft toy 
"^ Can with refiftlefs art employ : 



This Fan in meaner hands would prove 
An engine of ftriall force in love ; 



Yet 



*• Francis Atterbury, born March 6, i66i, was educated 
at Wcftminflcr; and in i6So was elefted a ftudent of Chrift- 
Church. In 1693 he applied to the earl of Nottingham, tofuc- 
ccedtohisfather'sredoryofMiltoninBucks; but, being unfuc- 
cefsfal, came to London 9 where he was fo»n dlftinguifhed, 
appointed chaplain to king William, and elcfted preacher at 
Bridewell, and.leAurer of St. Bride's; which laft office he 
refigned in Decembers 698. - la 1700 he was made arch- 
deacon of Totnefs, by Sir Jonathan Tfelawncy bifbop oP 
Exeter; and, entering deeply into the famous controverfy' 
concerning the convocation againft I>r. Wake dean of Exeter, 
was cieated do^or in divinity in a -manner which did'him lin- 
gular honour. On the acceflion of qoeen Anne, h© was made- 
oue of her chapUin^ ; and in 0^ober4iipo4,deau »f Cailille; in 



U MISCELLANY POEMS*; 

Yet Ihe, with graceful air and mien, 

iMot to be told, or fafely feen, 

Direfts its wanton motions fo. 

That it wounds more than Cupid's bow j 

Give* 

*^07, c'an'on rcfidcntlaiy of Exeter; ill 1709, preacher at 
The Rolls. In 1710 he was unanimoufljr chofen prolocutor of 
the fewer honfe of convocation ; in 171 1 made dean of Chrift- 
Church, Oxford; in the beginning of June 17 13, advanced to^ 
the bilhoprick of Rochefter and deanry of Weftnoinfter. He 
officiated, as dean, at the coronation of king George the 
Firft ; when he received from his majeftj fonje marks of pcr- 
fonal diflike, owiog probably to his having warmly cfpoufcd 
the caufc of Sachcverell, whofe defence he penned (in con- 
cert with Dr. Smalridgc), and from whom he afterwards re- 
ceived a legacy of five hundred pounds* In 1715 he refufcd 
to fign the declaration publifhed by the Bifhops agalnft the 
rebellion, and was ever afterward in oppofition to the court. 
He was apprehended on fufpicion of tveafoc, and committed 
to The Tower, Auguil 22, 172a; but was never brought to 
trial, which he repeatedly defired. At length a bill was brought 
into parliament, a^id pafied, by which he was fentenced 
to deprivatiofii and baniihment, and which received the royal 
aflent May 27, 1723. It is fa:d the king gave his aflcat 
to the bill with regret. None of his relations, not even 
his own children, were permitted to vifit him in his baniHi 
ment, without firft obtaining le<ve under the king's fign 
manual. On the i8th of June he left this kingdom; and 
diedat Paris, Feb. 17, 1731-2. His body was brought t* 
England, and interred 00 the izth of May following in 
Weftminflcr Abbey. HU bowcb were in an urn; thus in- 
fcribcd, 

" In 



ON MISS OSBORNE'S FAN. ) 

Gives coolnefs to the matchlefs dame , 
To cvcry.pther brcafl— a flame, 

S O N G,^ 

'< In hacurnS depofiti funt cineres 
Franciici Atterburj, Eplfcopi Roffenfis." 

Mr. Pope's yeiy beaatiful epitaph on him imprinted in the 
Engliih Poets, vol. XXXIII. p. 364. and the folio win|r. 
inedited infcriptiou has lately been communicated to me 8 

** Natus Martii vr, mdcliii. 
In earcerem conje^us Aug. zxiv, mdccxxix* 

Nono poft raenfe In Judicium adduftus, 

I^ovoque Grimiaum Ic Tedium generc impetituty 

AA& dein per Septiduum Causa, 

£t everfiSy 

Turn vlventium, turn mortuorum Teftlmonlis |' 

Ne deefiet Lex, qua pleAi poifety 

Lata cfl tandem Mali xxxi, MDCCxxnik 

Cavcte Pofleii J 

Hoc Faoinoris 

Confcivit, aggreflus c^^ perpetravit, 

"(EpifcoporDm praeclpue fuifragiis adjutus^]f- 

JUStrtut ifte JValpoU 

Qjiem nulla nefciet Pofteritas V* 

Dx. Atterbuiy and Dr. Smalridge married two. fifters^ 
the daughters of the Rev. Mr. Olborne, a relation to 
the duke of Leeds, who had a benefice in the neigbbour'r 
hood of Oxford, jind taught the French language to the 
young gentlemen at the univeriity. By his lady Dr. At- 
terbury had iHue one Ton, Gibornc Atterbury, and two 
daughters* The fofi; wlio ifti educated at Qhrijft Church 

ia 



^ MI &G ELL ANY PQEMS.. 

S O" N G, 

TAKEN FROM BP. AtTERBURY's OWN HAND-WRI T INO '*'. 

"CpAIR Sylvia, ccafc to blame my youth 

For having lov^d before ; 
So mtn, till they have Icara'd the .truJth> , 
Strange deitijcs adore. . 

in Oxford, went to The Eaft Indies^ wKcnce he returiTcd 
in 1732, and fucceecled to the cllate of his uncle, Dr. 
Lewis Atterbury, at Great Houghton in Korthamptonlbire, 
then worth about 4col. a year. After fome time, he was 
ordained by his father's" great rival, BiJhop Hoadly ; and 
obtained the living of OxhiU in Warwick ill lye, iiT June 
1746. A letter from thb Bifliop to this fon will appear in 
his Epiftolary CorrclponJtnce. Otic of the Bithop's daugh- 
ters died ffrigle ; the other, his favourite, was mjrrricd to 
William Morice, Efq. the high-bailiff of Weftminfter. I hope 
fpeedily to lay before (he publiek fome farther particulars 
of this truly elegant Writer, with two volumes of his Epif- 
tolary Corrcfpondcnce. 

* On the fame anihority I afcribe the ^Ic^ant little fong 
in vol. IH/p. i<^x. to this accomplilhcd Prelate; and alio the 
Imitation of TheocriKis, which is printed anonymouny vcl. 
I. p. 99. under the title of " The Honey St^ilcr." In tlie 
llill-u>p*s copy it is called *• The Bee ; ■' and the fou-r tii A 
lines are here copied, as containing fome iligljt vaiaations :. . . 

** Cupid, the archeit rogue alive, 

One day was plundering of a hiv«, 

But as with too, too eager haftc 

He wint the litjuid fwects to tal;e," 5rc. . 

Iti 1.'. 9, . I be Bi (bop has- altered "fpurn'd" to " bent/'Vio, 
•^:h*rd•' to « chaf 'd j" and 1. 22, " angry" to «' wafp.lh." 

My- 



SONG BY BP. ATTERBURY. *5 

Mv heart, 'tis irue^ hath often rang'd 

Like bees on gaudy flowers, 
And many a thoufand loves hath chang'd 

Till it was fix'd on yours. 

Bur, Sylvia, when. I faw thofe eyes, 

'Twas foon.dctfcrmin*d there, 
Stars might as well forfake the flties, 

And vanilh into air. 

ClVhen I from this gceat rule do err. 

New beauties to adore ; 
May I -again turn wanderer, 

And never fettle more ! 

EPIGRAM, BY BISHOP ATTERBURY. 

u viVITE, AIT, FUG 10." 

T Abentcm tacito quifquis pede confpicis umbram, 
•^ Si fapis, hxc audis : Vivite, nam fugio. 
Utilis eft oculis, nee inutilis auribus umbra ; 
Dumtacet, exclamat, Vivite, nam fugio. 

EPITAPHS BY THE SAME. 

IN* ST. BOTOLPH*S CHURCH, BISHOPSGATE. 

TTIC conjunfta fuo.recubat Francifca maiito, 
•*"^ Et cinis eft unus quie fuit una caro. 
Hue cineres concire fuos foror Anna jubcbat, 

Corpora fic uno pulvere trina jacent. 
lUc opifcx rerum Omnipotcns,.qui trinus &z unus, 

Pulvere ab hoc uno, corpora trina dabit. 

* I give this epitaph conjcclurally to the B-fhop, having 

been found unong his papers. Two irannations of u may be 

Iccn in Gent. Mag 1754) P* ^^°* 

2 WO- 



^6 MISCELLANY POEiVIS. 

* • . 

HORACE", BOOK I. PART OF EPIST. X. 

../^Ervus qquum, pugna melior, communibus herbis 
^^ Pellebat J donee minor in. certamine longo 
Imploravit opcs-hominis fraenumquc reccpit. 
Sed poflquam vi£lor violens tiifceilit ab hoile, 
Kon equitem ddrfb^ non fraenum depulit ore. 

THUS IMITATED* BY BISHOP ATTERBClY- 

THE horfe and flag, in common pafture bred, 

Difputed for the fpot on which they fed : 

With heels and head, long was the ftrife purfued, 

, And combat after combat fiill rencwM, 
Till, worftcd in the fray, the horfe began 
To quit the field, and crav'd the aid of man, 

'^Who mounted on his back — — — 

And now, obedient to thft whip and fpur, 
The Vanquiih*d triumphed o*er the Vanquillior, 
.But loft his freedom, while the pii^e he gain'd, 
And was, for ever after, rode and rciii'd. 
Britain beware, the tale is told to thee j 
Free, as thou art, fo flill continue free ! 

♦ Sec other imitations of this Eplflle In vol. III. p. 17^. 
»nd vol. II. p. 13 1. Another imitation of Horace hy lfj».- 
Aiicrbury is printed (though without his r.anH) la vt4. I* 
f. 227. 
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HORACE, BOOK III. ODE IX. 
TRANSLATED BY BP. ATTERBU.RY*, 

H O .R A C £. 

"YXTHILST I was fond, and you were kin4» 

Nor any dearer youth, reclin'd 
-On your foft boibm, fought to reft, 
.Phraatet* was not half fo bleft. 

L Y D I A. 

Whilll you adcr*d no other face. 
Nor iov'd mc in the fecond place, 
. My happy celebrated fame 
Outilionc ev*n Ilia's envy*d fiame. • 

♦ f Perhaps no Ode of Horace hath fo frequently bee» tranf- 
Ip.icd, as the Dialogue between him and Lydla. This w# 
have often been furprizedjit, as certainly there is nothing ex* 
traordinary in the Ode itfelf. The chict' thing that recom- 
mends it, is the eafy elegance and gracefulncfs of its expref* 
lion, which is probably the reafon why i: hath been fo popu- 
lar, and hath produced fuch a number of imitators; of whom, 
however, few have fucceeded. Of all the verfions of it that 
we rccoUcft at prcfcnt, Atterbury's is by far the beft. Were 
we not afraid of offending our claHical readers, wcihould 
almoll be templed to fay, that it is equal to the original ; a 
t'..ing which can fcarccly ever be faid of the traivfiations of 
.iloracc." Dr. Kippis, in Eioj. Br.t, 
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HORACE. 

Mc Chloe now pofleflTes whole, 
Her voice and lyre command my foul : 
NorwouIH I death itfelf decline, 
Could her lif;i ranfom'd be with mine, 

L YD 1 A. 

For me young lovely Calais burns, 
And warmth for warmth my heart returns. 
Twice would 1 life with.eafe rcfign, 
Could his be ranfom'd once with mine.' 

. H GRACE. 

What if fwect Love, whofc bands we broke. 
Again Ihould tame us to the yoke ; 
Should banifli'd Chloe ceafe to reign, 
And Lydia her loft power regain ? 

„ LYDIA. 

Though Hefpcrus be lefs fair than he, 
' Thou wilder than the raging fca. 
Lighter than down ; yet gladly I 
"With thee would live, with rfiee would die*. 

* The variations In this and the following Ode are 
pointed out in vol. VIII. p. 301. Some fpecitneus of Bifhop 
Attcrt)ary*s excellence in Latin poetry are exhibited in the 
prcfent volume, p. 7—10. He was alfo author of an ex- 
cellent poem, under the title of " Feftnm Luftrale, feu Bap- 
" tizatio ruftica;" which, being too long for infcition here, 
will be prinKd with bis K|>iiiolary Correfpnndence. 

HORACE, 
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HORACE, BOOK IV. OD^ ffn 

IMITATED BY DR. ATTERBITRY*. 

TO HIS lAVSif »ir .WHOS« FAVOVR. H£ ACQ^IILES^ 

IMlftOlLTAL FAMI. 

TJFSy on Wliofe birth the Lyric Q^een 
•*^ Of namben fmil'd, (hall never gnwc 
The Ifthmian gauntlet, nor be feen* 
Firil in the ^m'd Olympic raco. . 

* ** Any one who hath a ^rnlus for poetry, fays a letmed' 
•orrefpondenr, will agree with me in wilhing that Atterbary 
had ncrer had any other occupation but poetry. His fame as » 
politician or a- divine is nof ec^uafto what he deferves for this 
tranilation, which is, without exception, the beft id any lan- 
guage that I have met with/* This, undoubtedly, is carrying. 
the encomium on Dr. Atterbury's poerical talent very far ; 
and yet we can foarcely venture to fay fhatit is carried too faf; 
There is fomething fo exceedingly beautiful in the fpecimens 
which are given of his early mm for poetry, that it is greatly 
to be regretted that he did not more direct his thoughts that 
.way. The tranllatlen of thit Ode Js in the higheA degree 
bcautifuL The Ode itfelf, in the original, is peculiarly ex- 
cellent and delightful ; and Dr. Atterbury hath moft happily 
Ibcceeded in clothing it in an Eaglilh drtfs. It was judicious 
in Dr. Francis not to attempt a new verfion of this Ode, after 
{6 admirable a one was fumilhed to his hands. And he juftly 
obferves^ that by Biihop Atterbury's fuccefs we may be con« 
viaevl that it is not impofhble to render Horace into Engliih 
trichont any great lefs «( his original b<rautie^." Kip p is. 

B3. . H» 
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He fliall not, after toils of war, 

Ahd tami-ng llaughty^ nrtonarchs prides 
"With laurel'd bf ow$ €Dt>fpi^o^& far. 

To Jove's- Tarpeian temple ride. 
Bat Kim the ftreams, that warbimg fjhw • 

Rich Tybcr*s fio\ftry meads along, 
ilndftady groves (his haunts) fliaU Kao^f. 

Tiu^ nibifter of tb^ JEoliaii fong. . 
The foDS of Ronie, m^jeflio Rom» ! 

Have 6x'd me in tbe Poets choir, . 
^fid^Dvy D01V, or dead or dumb, 

Forfar to blame what they acjmireb 
Godd^fs of the fweet-founding lute, 

W^ch thy (larmonious touch obeys,. 
Who C9spft the fipny race, though mute,. 

T® cygpc^ dying arcenrs raifc ; 
T^h^t gift it is* ^hajc all wi;h eaie 

Didy new uvivaVd honours- own ;, 
1%^ I am \mt and living pUafc, . 

QGoddefs,. is thy gift alone.. 

5 OJL I L O Q^U r G F C A T 0*i 

AC T. V. S C E N. I.. 

BY BR. ATTERBWHY. 

i Cf iic fe habere rem neceffe prorsi^s eft,. 
Ratione vincis, do lubens manus, P^to. 
Q^id enim d^diifet, qu» dedit fruftra nihiL 



S' 



'ff Foreign nations have done thl» tragedy ai much honour 
ts our own ; and indeed it i^ one of thofe few performances 

which 



SOLlLOQt)Y OF CATC. « 

^ternitatis infitam cupidinem 
iCattira ? Q^orfum liaBc dulcis cxpeftatio;* 
Vitasqtic non cxplendi mclioris fitis ? 
Q]uid vuk fibi aHud iftc redeundi in nihil 
Horror^ ^ub imis qnetttque agens prscordii^! 
€ur tcrrira in ft reftigit'anima, cttr tremu 
Attonita; qtioties, morte ne pereat, timet } 
Particula nempe ed cuiqiie nafcemi indita 
IMvttiior; quatcorptrt incolcns agiti ^f 

Homintque fuccinit, tua ed xternitasi. 
jtiternitas-f O lubricum nitnis afpici^ 
Mixtmttqxie rfulci'gaudmm formidinc f 

Quij demtgrabitttr alia hiric rn corpora f 
Qjiaft terra moX' incognita? Q^is orbls novusir 
Manet ineolendas ? Quanta erit iliQtatio ? 
Hxc intuqnti fparia mihi qttaqua patent 
Iromenfa : fed caHginofi nox prerait ; 
Nee luce clara vult videri iingiih^ 

which cannot receive more hononr than it defi^rres* ft war- 
rranflated mi&re than once inta-French';-obtained two ItaltaS 
rerfioDSy and has*^ been either traniTated or imitated^ in thr* 
German langi»|^. Bjit the greateft' honour that was^ereF- 
done to k^'ma the putting- the Sbliloquy of Cato, which is 
perhaps the nobleft thing in our lin^ua{(e, into a Latin drefs, 
which might hsve>-been rt'ii Witfr a<ilAiiration, -ef en by the 
critic ks itttlK court of Avrgnft^s; Fame has attributed this - 
to Biihop Atterbury :{ * and,.- as it was foperlatively fincj, the- 
world thought Faaie in the rf|sh% md fo'st prortd*' Biog. 
Brit. i79Sib,ToVi/|lf''30« i 

B 4t9 * * Figeii- 
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Figendus hic pes ; certa funt haec lia£lcnusY 
Si quod gubernet numen kumanum genus^ 
(At, quod guhcmety eiTc clamant omnhr) 
Virtutc non g«udeFc eerie non potefls. 
^ec e(& non beata, qudgaudf^ poteil.. 
Scd qua beata fcde? -Qjop^e in- tempore? 
Haec quanta.<|uanui terra, tota eft Caefaiis. 
Qoid^irtiiu&hsret animus ufque adco? Brevi 
/4|ic nodum hic omnem expediet. Arma en induo 

I Eafi manum adi^uyven 
In utramqnc partem fa£hi ; quaeque vim infcrant 
£t qus propulfent ! Dextera intentant necemr 
Vitam (iniftra : Vulnas haec dabk manus \ 
Altera medelam vulneris : Hic ad exitunt . 
Deducet>.iAu fimplici ; hxc veunt mori. 
Secura. ridet anima mucronis minas^ 
JELnftfque fln£los, inteiire nefcia. 
Bxringuct aetas ^Jde^a.dlutu^nior.J; 
^tatc languens ipfc fol obfcurius 
Emittct orhi conlenefcenti jubar: 
Natuja et ipfa fentiet Quondam vice»^ 
J^tatis ; annis ipfa dcficiet gravis : 
At tibi juventus, at tibi immoKxalitas v 
^ibi parta divura cA vita. Feriment i^pui^ 
Elemema fefe et interibunt i£^ibu8 : 
Tu pesmanebts fola femper Integra,. 
Tu cun£ta rerum quafia, cun£^a naufraga^ 
Jam pomi-in ipfatuta, contemplabercr 
Compage rupta, comient in fe invicem,. 
Orbefc^ue fra£tis ingerentur otbibus y 
■Ilkefa tu iedebis cxtot ftagmina. 



IN JOBirXTM *♦*«*♦ SHIRLEY. 

BY DR. ATTERBURY*. 

T^U M te ctnora* turba fciens lyrse, 
"^^^ Urgent aclcpcum flebilibus modis, 

Hoc^ dulcis Umbra, ne recufc^s 

Offictum tenuis Camzoae. 

• 

♦ ThiJ author's (kill in Latin verfe is evidtnt from the 
^erfion of " Abfalom and Achltophel," M»hilft ftudent of 
Chrift Church. In ** The General DiAionary* it is fuppofed* 
tiiat he tranHated Virgil's Georglcks into EngliiH. Iffuch 
a work exiib> there is net a man of taft'e but would wiih to 
fee it. How clofely the Bilhop had ftadied Virgilj is ap- 
parent from the elegant dilfertation on the Japyx of that 
divine poet ; in which he endeavours to prove, that under the 
character of Japyx, Antonius Mufa, an eminent phyHcian 
and a polite fcholar at Rome in the reigp of Auguftus^ was 
intended to be dcfcribed. The Bifhop is faid to have fent his 
▼erfion of the Georgicks to a friend with the following verfcS;^ 
viz. 

•*— — — «— — Hxc ego lufT 

** Ad Scquanae ripas^. Thamefino a Bumine longe, 
**" Jam fenior, fraAufque fed ipsa morte, mcorum, 
** Qu^osicoluiy.patriaeque memor, neque degener afquai^." 
Which have been thus paraphrafed : 

" Thus where the Seine through realms of flavery ftrays^ 
"With fportive verfe 1 wing my tedious days ; 
Far from Britannia's happy climate torn^ 
Bow'd down with age, ancf with difeafes worn ;. 
Tet ev'n id death I aft */leady part, 

Aod din my fritnds and country ihare my heart."' ^. 

Cui 



10. Mils CELL ANY PO'RM'S;. 

Ciii fi favebit Phoebus amicior. 
Tot ilia FafDXy chare Puer, tu«' 

Apponet aDDOS, quot caducse 

Mors acHmit properaca vicae. 

Non hie fideles quod'benc fccerisy 
ehartae iilebtint, tc Pador & Fides, 

Commendar, integrique mores, 

£t decorans bene nata virtus; 

Praifftns fugaccm fiftere fpiritum 

Heu ! nulla Virtus, ncc Pietas moratWi. 

Pudorvc, febrMuftuofae^ 

Attulit indomitaeque morti; 

Qgid ilia velox profuic indoles 
Aut mens viriiis ? Omnium breve, 

Virtutis aevum f prsecocifque 

Ingenii fragiks honores. 

Sic mllle fibres inter amabiles 

Narciflus horti gloria, verticem 
Attollit alte^ mox recUnem 
Sternit humi pluvialis AuikM 



^ 



TO CUPID. BY LUCY LADY WHARTON*; 

P IT E of thy Godhead, powerful Love, 
twill my torments hid€ i 
Format avaih, if life muft prove 
A facrificc to pride ^ 

^ Second wife to the marqnis, and mother to tlie dulLc of- 

Wharton. She was daughter to Adam I^^ey baron Liiburne-' 

iaihc kingdom of Ireland* K« 

Pride, 



T O- CUPID It 

Pricky thoii 'ifr Vfcome 013^ GbdMt now. 

To thco I *M aUara reir j. 
To thcc eteh morning pty my vow, 

And olRireVety tean 

But ofa ! iha^U my Philaadir f rown^ . 

Once take yo«r ii^ur'd part ; 
I' fooB ikottU ^aft that idot dowir. . 

Aad ofier him my heart* 

THE LAMENTATIONS OF JERBMIAW 

PARAPH|IA$ED BY MR5. WHARTON*; 

▲Ot'CUMSNT or CHAF. li 

T«r. I. The ttrifenSK eftate of' JensTalem- by reafoir' •f ^• 
/in. iz. She compliincth of her grief. 18; Aii4 confef- 
ftch' Gq^f judg;ement8 to be righteoui. 

[Sec the Avhole chapter, vol.' I. p. 53.] 

A41GUMSNT OF CHAP. lii 

V*r I. Jeremiah lamenteth' the raiferics of JerufaJcm, to. 
He complaineth thereof to God.' 

1- flow hath the Lord with gloomy douds o'er- V 
*"■ fprcad ' 

The face of Zion, and her glories Kid I 
Mow is (he now* cad down ! l\er beauties fled ! 
Her crimes do all her former brightnefs b]ot> 
And his pa(t favours now are quite forgot. 

♦ Anne, firft wife ofthe marqtiis.— -THifi Fai^phVafe wa\i 
written before fhc was married. See*va^ I. p» 53. II. y. 329* 
UL 44. IV. ^56^ Nw ^ . 
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,12 MPS DELL ANY P-OErMST. 

2 The Lord b«th brought hechabicatioos low, 
Ev'n to the ground^ and made her;.pi7nces..bo)itr} 
Her angry Loril* would dqw no pity (hew. 

3 The pride of Ifrael is now DO.moft^t.. 
Who is it can her glories paft reJ[loi;e ? . 
The mighty Lord, who did her foes fuWue^ 
Is now her foe, and'dotA her f^Hpuifue. 

His kindled wrath d*eflroy8 Ijke'tfaining.firc,* " 
And in tlut flame her comforts alf expire. 

4 Her pleafantnefs is by the Lord defac'd^- 
"Who, nice an enemy, her niih haflear; '•'''.. , 
Her former glories-dofol ate and wa^.. . 
His fiery wrath doth all her beauties blafl. 

5 Her mighty crierfiy hatH novro^crtlirown^ 
Her ilrength, and* all her palaces cafl: down. 
Tharilrength he gave her, he hathtaVn away,, 
^nd with that ftrength her tomfofts all decay. 

6 His tabernacle, both her pride' and joy. 
He *11 violently inhis wrath deftroyj, 
Her blight aiTemblies are by hkn-difb^rac^d,^ 
Forgotten are her fabbaths and her feafts, 
Defpis'd andsfham'd her princes and her prieftsw 

7 Even his altar is by him forlorn. 
His fan6tuary is becQme theic fcorn ; 
Her palaces the fcornful foe betrays, 
Ev*n in thy houfe, fo u&'d to prayer and praife, 
The wanton foe tunes his ungodly lays. 

Z Her fwift deilru£Hon is from Heaven fenc^ 
The Lord hath purposed, and will not relent; 
Her people languiih round her finking walls. 
Her (Ifength decays, and all herjglory £aUs» 
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LAMfiNTATTOKS PARAPHHASED. if 

9 Her bars are broke .whereon her ftrength depeo4s« 
So fure his riiin .w,hLch the Lord intends. 
Her gates are Tunky-e'vAto the ground bow'd dovm. 
Her kings and. princes are to bondage gone. 
Her laws aiae periik'd, and her Pcophets now ' 
(Once powerful and pleasVl} 09 Avondefs ihovr, 
filisded in ignorance, no viiions know. 

10 See, Zion, iiow. chy vv cached elders moura^ 
The pride of nactops is become tb/eir fcorn, 
O^erprefl with ^rie^ they languiih on tlie ground, 
Whilft difmal /iknce mournfully goec round. 
And no words, heard, where can po joys be found. 
Their ornaments ace with tlieir comforts fled, 
^ackcl«th they wear, and aihes on their head^ 
Becaufe ^y comforts, Zion, all are dead. 
Daughter of ZioQUiow with ihame caft down, 
£ee, how with caro thy virgins are overcome. 
Thei^mottcoful heads with grief prefl to the gr6ui|4t 
Whild fliowers of tear-s do all their beauties drown. - 

1 1 My fpirits f ail« my eyes 4re blind with tears, ^ 
My flrength decays, and my lieart iinks with caces, 
Tp fee the fail of this unhappy Un^ 

That fwift deflrudioa which jione can wlthftand. 

« 

Xhe .we^ng dnikbren perilh M. the breafl, 
Th* unhappy mother 's captivM and oppreft. 
. 1 a In Ar<ists they cry for «£bod from 4ay to day^ 
Till, wearied out, at length tlieir ilrengchs decay. 
Thus tbe tir'd mournful infants ptne away. 
And to fierce iHinger fall th' inglorious prtfy ; • 

'U'hilft the kindmuther, with juft grief diftrel^ 
fiLccoives their fouk into her trembling breaftr 

ij'What 
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r J Wh«t (hall I fay ,« what tnay tllay thy ^grftf? 
By what/ cocpparifoos* thy< cares* relieve ? 
Were any grter'd' lik6 thee, tbioe would belefs. 
But they can ne'er be Mkcn'd t>r txjprtfs'd. 
WhilitfeaS'Of forrofr drown th* uhhtfppy city, 
\^e's tx}bb*d of peace, anH d<(Htnt^ of pity. 

'14 Ev*n thofc in whom thou truft'ft to be rclievMj 
'TThy Prophets are deceiring and decctv'd, '* grievDd j 
And ne'er have known the ^caufe -for wbi^h thou'ri 
tHaliciaukf thejriniRented, and the true ones hid, 
/Alas i their kowl6t!ge with their freedom 's iled. ' 

* ' 1 5 AH that paft5«-by if^joice to fed her fliame^ 
'.And foornfxilly apptaud her ruin'd famei 
-** Is this, fay they, thci joy of the whole earthy 
^Arom whence. all beauty 'hach detit'd ltd l>^rth-? 
i Unhappy «Iand f if this, perfeftion hf^ 
:None would be pcrfe6b,to'becomcf Hker thrfdir 
*6 Her enemies, itrho long'her ruin fought, 
lRc}«ice*to fee her tcxdefttufi-ion brohght« 
' They triumph^ whi]ft,chey cateldby hAv-wie, 
JVndi her. pcft.glofto tkrantonly upbn&id. 

If Itie Lord hath'fnd, his axcrdes he'W6u1d feVc) 
From this rtle land i his word endures for evtt. 
He faid her foes A<^ld* triumph^ whxlfl fbe^d mOurn: 
Behold her now, by God and.man^fbrlord. 
To eaoii ffifuhio^.enetiiy a fcorn f. 

18 C^llto the Lord, ohZion ;ler chy tears 
if pofTible, exprefs thy -mighty cares. 
Give way to fon:ow,4iDd admit no eafe. 
Till thou thejftngerof the Lord appeafe^ 

-5 " ■ • l*h 
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LAMENTATIONS PARAPHRASED. 15 

Then may'd thou triumph, as thy foes decreafcy 
"Then (hall thy torments fly, and forrows ccafe, 
And once again Jerufalem have peace. 

19 Call to the Lord ; and he may pity ihow» 
.Let deluges of tears the lando*etfiow; 
Soon as the morning glads the world with Hgh^ 
•Cry to- tl»9 Lord, from noon to gloomy night 1 
Cry for tlie infants with wild hunger pin'd. 
The- tender ii^ants with their tears grown blind | 
.Cry to the Lord, perhaps he'll yet be Jiindy 
And Zion, yet, perhaps may merey^ ^d. 

to CoQilder,.Lord, to whom this dlfmal end 
Thy anger hath impartially ordain'd. 
Not only infants .with the mothers pin^. 
And 4II the glories of the land decline.; 
That blelTcd land, which thou once calledfl thine. 
That land, which all the^ world did once outfhiae f 
But apOQ thee in rain the prophets call. 
The mournful prieft no pity. finds at:all ; 
Within thy gttes^both.prieft And prophet fall. 

11 Both young and old lie gafping on die groiind* 
^0 help, no cafe, no catafortf can be found i 
«Whil(l none deplooes^ and nose can help afibrc]^ 
The youth •^ad TirgmSiperifh by the fword. 
This, mighty. Lord, -is. in thine anger done; 
Thy fiery wrath thy mercy hath o'ercome. 

■tx Thou haft caird terrors round about my head. 
And none efcap'd, none from thy anger fled. 
All that was mine, alas ! the foe deftroys, 
MyilrcQgtb, -my li«lp> my hope> and ail.mjr jx3iyl 
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16 MISCELLAN'Y POdEMS. . 

AUGUMINT OP CHA*F. in. 

Ver. I. The faithful bewail their calamities, tz. By the 

Snercy of God they nouriih their hope. 37. They ackaow- 

iedgc Goc(*s'Juftice. 55. They pri^y for deliverance. 64* 

And vengeance on their enemies. 

T AM tlie man fo us'd to grief and pain, 

* My weary eyes can now Jio light fuilaia- 

1 The Lord hath done ic; -why ihould I coixtplain? 

3 He rals'd himfelf againd me all the day. 

4 My heart is tiredf and my (Irengths decay. 
My gladnefs and my youth are ^d away. 

5 He fortlBes himfelf agaioft lus flaye ; 

6 And makes my .habitation like the grave, 
33arky and in folhudey yet itiil io pains : ^ 

7 Theenly pfTOof oflifc that yec remaipSt 1 
My load -of grief i^ weightier than my chains. J 

8 He hides liin^elf from me when I complaia. ^ 
Yet 1 renew the miferable flniin; "I 
And love to fue to lum tlhough 'tis in vain. J 

9 Within I am indos'd on every iidey 
Abroad my paths are defolate and y^de. . 

10 His terrors fright my foul where'er I go 1 
I ihun my Lord, as I would ihun a foe. 

^ I He 's now my foe, and hath ray ftrengtli cafl: 
And left me defolate, my hopes o'erthrown ; {down, < 
My Angry Lord hath left me all alone. j 

It I dread the ihafts which from his anger fly. 
They cleave my heart, and make me wiih to die. 

13 Bttc death, whea it is fought, is never nigh. 

.47 
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LAMENTATIONS PARAPHRASED- 17 

14 To my own people I become a fcorn, 
Becaufe by God af9i£^ed and forlorn. 

1 5 My forrows are my food and drink eacb day. 

16 My health, my flrength, and all my hopes decay. 

17 Peace and profperity arc fled away. 

18 No health, no help, no pitv, he'll afford ; 
My hope and flrength are pcrilh'd from the Lord. 

19 Thus (aid I, when I tlwught upon my pains, 
Thofc bitter torments \^liich my foul fuftains, 

20 That grief which ever in my thought reiTiains, 
Whofc weight hath humbled me beyond my chains. 

21 Thcfe thoughts do oft returrt into itiv mind. 
And in thcfe thoughts alone I comfort timi. 

2 a The Lord hath pity yet, as well as power 4 
Had he not mercy, wc were now no more. 

23 Who can the wonders of his truth repeat ? 
His mercies ftill arc new, and ever groat. 

*4 Tbc Lord is goo<l, from him my hope I '11 take. 

25 For them tliat feek him Ikj will not foifakc. 

26 *Tis good to hope and patiently attend n 
That quiet which the Lord at lafl may fend : > 
•Tis patience far overpaid when God 's thy friend. J 

17 'Tis good at firrt to l)car th' afBitting rod, 
For youth, when profpcrous, is vain and proud. 
And what is bed is iUll ordain'd by God. 

2S Yet difmal (ilence does my fpirits wound* 
When neither peace nor comfort can be found, 

29 I bow ny humble head ev'n to tlve ground, 
To feek for hope^ and ana fo low become, ^^ 

^ 30 That cv'n reproaches are with patience borne, > 
And to the infuking foe I'm made a fcor a« J 

VdU V* . C . 3c But 
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3 1 But yet the Lord will not forfake me cv^r $ 
And tliougli a while his mercies he doth fever, 

$z At length he will my weary foul deliver. 

33 Unwillingly he punifheth, and (low; 
But all his works do his compaflion fhow. 
His unexhaufted mercies ever How. 

34. Ally who injudice do, his foul difdains, 
Such as add weight to weary^ captives' chains. 

35 That hardy fool, wtio, fearlcfs of his powers, 

3^ Dares turn afide from right, the Lord abhors. 

37 Whofe (Irength 's like his? whofe word like b 
The Lord's commands for ever will endure. [fu 

38 Hath not God power ? Whatever he wills is be 

39 Then why complain we when for fins oppreft ? 

40 Ah I let us rather feek to find our fault, 

41 And cry to him ere to deftru6lion brought. 

42 We have tranfgrefs'd, we have rebell'd; and th( 
Doft neither pardon yet nor pity (how. 

43 Thy fiery wraths againil us yet remain, 

44 Thou had not pitied, though we ilill complain, 

45 But hid'fl thyfelf, and dod our prayers difdain. 

46 From conquering foes ev'n fcorn is calmly borr 
But we are now to every one a fcorn. 

47 Fear and dedru£tion now is ever near ; 
Yet our fwift men do antedate our fear. 
And hardly give us leifure to defpair. 

48 For this each night I drown myfelf in tears, 

49 For this I wafte myfelf with weary cares, 
Becaufe ev'n thought 's lefs a^ive than our fnares. 

50 And rill the Lord look d6wn and pity fend, 

51 My foul will droop, my forrows know no end, 
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LAMENTATIONS PARAPHRASED. 19 

To fee that fwift deftni^Uon which depends 

Thy daughters, Zioo, deftitute of friends : 

Alas ! what ruin 's this the Lord intends ? 

5t Mine enemies o*crtake ; I vainly fly : *1 

5j Wearied with diains, as rainly wiih to die. f 

54 For neirher help, nor hope, nor death, is nigh* 

55 With griefs o'erwhelm'd : griefs cruder than 
Icaird upon thy name with fervent breath. [deaths 

56 Thou heard'll my cry ; at lad thea, Lord, return ; 
Let not thy affli^ed fervant ever mourn. 

57 I know thy mercies> Lord: thou wilt draw near. 
Thy gracious pardon I already hear. 
Which bids my affli^ed foul forget her fear. 

58 Thou plead'ft my caufe, and dol^ excufe my fauir. 
And fay* A my foul when near deAruftion brought. 

59 Be thou my judge, Almighty Lord ! for thou 
Art gracious Oil), and wilt thy mercy (how. 

66 Tbon haft feen all their wrong, and kuow'ft my 

And *iis from thee alone 1 fcek relitf. [grief* 

61 Thou know'ft their fecret thoughts, and heard'ft 

their fcom. ' 

62, 63 All thofe reproachcB which by me were borne. 

64 Give diem, O Lord, what they dcferve from thce^ 

65 Thy curfe, and everlalling mifery. 

66 Let forrows, fucb as ours, to them be given ; <^ 
Dcilroy them. Lord, from underneath thy Heaven^ > 
And from all comfort let their fouls be driven. J 
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ARGUMENT OP CHAP. IV. 

Ver. I. Zion bcwaileth her pitiful eftate. SKe confefle 
iins. 21. Edom is threatened, 22. Zion is comfort 

TTOW dim and faint thy glory is become, 
"*• •*• And ev'n the pride o' th* fanftuapy Qlen\\i 
a Thy gold is drofs become, its lights decay; 
Tby fii irking ornaments. are fled away, . .. 
And thou t' ignoble fcoi;n art made a prey, . . 
. 3 Evtn the monfters which the oceans. yield, 
fiy cuftom rough, by nature flern and wild. 
To their own young are affable and mild. 
The daughter of my people is not fo, 
To her own children Ihe becomes a foe. 
Cruel and wild, of pity void and fliame, 
Ev'n favage beads, compar'd to her, are tame. 

•4 Here, with wild hunger pin'd, an infant griev 
There, parchM witli third, whild none his third re 

5 The wanton Epicure, by hunger taught 
That was not real good which once he fought. 
To better judgements by his forrows brought. 
For bread now pines in dreets, as if he thought. 
Such public penance expiated his faulty 

Whild thofe, once cloathM in fcarlet, now are fot 
Bow'd with their weight of forrows on the groun 

6 Thy puhifliment is worfe than Sodom's was j 
She in a moment pcrifh*d ; thou, alas I 

In lingering torments dod each day dccreafc. 
Her mighty ruin in a moment pafs'd. 
And ev'n prevented all her fears with hade. 
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7 That pcrfc£t purencfs which furpafs'd the fno>A> 

8 All that delightful white is fullied now. 
Who is it now their brightncfs can rcflore ? 
Abs ! their (hiotng beauty is no more. 

9 Better frora fwords have ta'cn a nol)ler death. 
Than to fierce hunger thus refign our breath. 

10 Their hunger mud be (harp, their wants l)e great, 
When mournful raotlicrs their own children eat 
(Unnatural and unl)ecoining meat). 

1 1 The mighty Lord hath rais'd his anger high ; 
Dcfolate, wafte, and wild, the nations lie. 
We know his ftrength, and feel his mighty power. 
His kindled anger doth like flames devour. 

12 The wife and great in this were all decciv'd: 
Jerufalcm ib lort, which none believ'd. 
Yet they amaz'd behold her mighty fall. 
And fee the enemy wiihin her wall. 

13 *Tis for her fmsj ihc Lord is righteous ftill. 

14 Her pricfis and prophets have dcferv'd this ill. 
The blood o' th' jufl:, which they have blindly (lain, 
For vengeance cries, and all their glories (lain. 

15 They made tliemfelves a terror to mankind. 
And in their crimes could no where flicker find. 
All cried, " Depart from u«i, approach not near.*' 
Even the ilcathcn bli^f^i'd 'twixt (hime and fear, - 
And cried, " Tlieil tinners (hall not fojourn here,** 

16 Now they 're divided, none his anger fpar'd, 
The Lord to prieft uor prophet had regard. 

The counftls of the elders all rcjeft, ^ -* 

And mock that awful power which drew rcfpcdk > 

From all behgldei"i» once, now cold ncglcfl. . J 

C 3 * 17 For 
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17 For us: we watch and wafte ourfelves all (Iay> 
For a loit land wbofe help is fled away. 

18 The enemy dill watches to deAroy^ * 
We cry, " Our end is near !" and wifli to die. 

Since we have feen the end of all our joy. 

19 Swifter than eagles our purfuers are. 
They pcilfecutc and uke us every where, 
No wilderncfs can ihelter from their fnarc. 

■ 20 The Lord's Anointed, him in whom we live. 
In whom we hope for help, for whom we grieve, 
Is violently from us ta'en away } 
In him our health, our help, our hopes decay* 
We thought under h:s fhadow we might live, 
Ev'n amongd Heathens, and forget to grieve. 

21 Rejoice not, Edom, for thy fall is nigh, 
The bitter draught we drank thou canft not fly. 

22 Our griefs now pafs away, thy fliame comes on. 
Like this defpifed land thou (halt become. 

23 Infulting Edom, fpight of all thy fcorn. 
Thou 'It feel what weight of crimes by thee is borne. 
When like affli£led Zion thou fhalt mourn. 

ARGUMENT OF CHAP. V. 

A pitifal complaint of Zion, in prayer, unto God. 

T> Smember, Lord, our forrows, and draw near ; 

•■•^ Look on their fcorn, our ruin, and our fear. 

a Whilft our poffe (lions all arc given away. 
And to infulting Grangers made a prey, 
With our inheritance our hopes decay. 

3 Orphans and widows we are all become, 

A heartlcfs pcoplci wearied^ and undone. 

. 4 The 
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4 Thofe commaD elements wTiich bounteous Heavcor 
To the whole univerfe hath freely given, 

5 By us are dearly bought j we know no refVy 
Bat are by every one fcorn'd and opprefsM. 

6 To Hrangers and to enemies we bow^ 

7 Er*n thofe we ruled once, we fuc-ro now. 
Our fathers (inn'd, and we have borne the blame. 

8 Better, like them, we 'ad not out-liv'd ourtame, 
Death is a mikler fate than living ffiame. 

9 Id peril of our lives our bread we foughti 
All wc obtain mud be with danger bought. 

10 Our wants are great, and none thofe wants fut>ply| 
Cur ikin, with famine fhrunk, is parcK'd, and dry. 

11 The rape of women, and their tender cries. 
Echo each day to the unmindful ikies. 

12 They (lay the princes, and the elders fcorn ; 

13 Whilft painful burdens by our youth are borne* 

14 The infants perilli helplcfs and forlorn, 
The elders ceafe to judge, but not to mourn. 

15 Th' afflicted youth their dance and muiic ceafe | 
Their help is gone, their joy, and al] their peace. 

16 Alas! we 'ave fiiwi'd, the crown from oft our 

head 

1 7 Is fallen now j our hearts arc faint and dead, 
Our eyes are dimmed, and aTT our glory ffcd.. 

18 Thou, Zion, now art dcfolate become. 
Thy angry Lord hath left thee all alone.. 

19 Thy throne, O Lord, for ever will endure | 
%o Thy power and glory is for ever fure. 

C 4 But 
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But why doft thou fo long thy fervants leave ? 

2 1 Turn us to thee, and bid us ceafe to grieve. 
Renew our days, that we again may live. 

22 But thou art angry ftill, and we o'ercpme. 
With loads of griefs and cares arc quhe o'ertKrpwn, 
Griev'd and xiefpis'd, <liflra£^ed and undone. 
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MENALCAS ANP ENOSIA, 

A PASTORAL DIALOGUE* 
BY THE DUKE OF WHARTON*, 

• CCASIONBD ISY AN AMOVR HE HAD, WHEN A 

YOUTH, WITH A MARRIED LADY. 

MENALCAS. 

TTT H Y ftays my Fair ? — See the thick fliades defccnd^ 

Night hurries on — I cannot bear delay— 
My flocks, with eager fondnefs, fwift, I penn'd, 
To deal one moment from the joylefs day. 

One 

* This ui^principled and unthinking genius, only Ton ol 
the marquis of Wharton by Lvicy his fecond lady, was 
korn in December 1698, and educated under the immediate 
infpeftion of his father, who anxioufly endeavx}ured to qua- 
lify him for the high (Nation his birth gave him reafon to 
cxpeA. The firft fourcc of his unhappincfs was a precipitate 
marriage with the daughter of major general Holmes, an 
amiable iady^ but fo infinitely his inferior in rank and fortune 
that their union haftened the marquises death, which hap- 
pened April 12, 1715, when the young lord had little mori 
than entered into bis 17th year, £arly in 171 6 he indulged 
bis delire of uavelUng^ and yifited fcveral courts of Germanvj 

paiii- 
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One blifsful moment! — ^but *twas liop'cl in vain. 

Each, cruel, rifcs darker than the laft ? 
Darker my foul than all — there grief and pain 

Wound deep, and far more gloomy horrors caft. 

She comes 1 "Night turns to day before her eyes j 

So perifli all my griefs, fo rife my joys. 

£ N O S I A* 

particularly that of HanoiVfT. When at Lyons, he prefentfcd ] 
a very fine horfe to the chevalier de St. George, who in* 
Tited him to Avignon, and flattered him with the vifionary 
litlc of Duke of Northumberland. Continuing there but 
one day, he made a vifit at St. Germains to the dowager of 
king James the Second. A friend expoftulating with him on 
this conduct, he anfwered, '^ that he had pawned his principles 
to Gordon, the Pretender's banker, for a confidcrable fum^ 
and till he could, repay him, he muft be a Jacobite ; but 
when that was done, he would again return to the Whigs.**" 
He came back to England in December 171 6 ; and foon fet ouc 
for Ireland, where, on account o( his extraordinary qualities^ 
he was admitted, though under age, to take his feat in thr 
houfe of peers ; where, having diftinguilhed himfelf as a 
violent partizan for the miniflry, he was taken notice of by- 
king George I. who created hinv a duke, Jan-, 20, 1717. 
When he came of age, he was introduced inta the houfe of 
brds in England with the greateft Wazc of reputation ; but 
fomi changed fides again, and heartily oppofed the court. 
His fpcech againft the miniftry, Feb. 4, 1720-21, had a- 
. fatal effedj earl Stanhope anfwering it with fo mucit 
warmth that he burft a blood-veflVl and died. He was one 
of the moft forward in defence of Rp. Atterbury in 1723 y 
and profsfledly commenced author, by publifhing his thoughts 
twice a week in a paper called " The True Briton." His 
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E N O S I A. 

And art thou here ?— O welcome to my arms f 
Welcome as kindly fliowcrs to thirfty earth I 

Welcome as Aimmer to the fields it warms f 
Or plenteous harvells after years of dearth ! 

Weico 

louadlcfs profufion had in the mean time fo incumbere< 

eftate that he refolved to go abroad in order to clear it. 

vifited Vienna and Madrid ; and, after ihewing by his 

duA at both thefe courts his dillike to the illu0rious fa 

•n the Britiih throne, entered openly into the fervic* 

the Pretender. Whild thus employed abroad, his dutc! 

who had been negle£^ed by him, died in England, Aprii 

1726, without ifTue ; and he foon after married Ma 

Oberne, one of the maids of honour to the queen of S{ 

After this marriage, he pafled fome time at Rome^ undei 

title of Duke of Northumberland, and accepted a blue 

band from the Ptetendcr, whofe confidence he cnjoyet 

long as his natural volubility would permit. To prevent 

falling into actual difgrace, he quitted Rome, and off 

himfelf to the King of Spain as a volunteer at the fieg 

Gibraltar. His fervices were accepted: but he ibon § 

weary, and wifhcd to return again to the court of the Ch' 

lier ; who found means to dilTuade him from this intent 

He took up his refidcnce at Roiien in May, 1728 ; al 

which time a bill of indictment was preferred againfl hit 

England for high treafon. The Chevalier fupplied him ^ 

2000L for his fupport ; which was foon very profufely fqi 

ilered away. After thb period he removed ta Orleans 

Kaotz, and to Bilboa. In the beginning of 173 1^ the £ 

declined fo faft| being in his quarters at Lerida^ that he 



MENALCA8 AND ENOSIA. *y 

Welcome ! ts Love can make ihcc !— O my heart f 

Sec how the little flatterer tells its joy : 
A thoufaiw) things it ftraggles to impart ; 

To© foft for words, for eloquence too high r 

Yet this its every motion bids thee fee, 

'Tis full— Menakas ! O ! Vis full of thee ! 

M £ N A L* 

sot the ufe of his limbs fo as to move wit hoot aflUlance. 
He received fomc benefit from mineral waters ; but relapfcd in 
May at Terragona, and fell into one of the fainting fits to which 
he had been for fome rane fubjef^, at a fmatl village, and was 
utterly deftitute of the necefl*aries of life, till fome chari- 
table fathers of a Bemardine convent offered him the afHftance 
their houle afforded. The duke accepted the propofal ; was 
removed to their convent ; and under their hofpicable roof, 
-after languilhing a week, died without one friend or acquain- 
tance to clofe his eyes. He was buried in the fame manner 
in which the fathers inter thofe of their own fraternity. 
His charaAer, which was admirably drawn by Mr. Pope, 
in ore of his Moral Eflays (Epiftle I. ver. i8o.) is thus 
elq^tly enlarged on by an ingenious wiiter who had 
every opportunity of being well-informed : '' Like Buck- 
" ingham and Rocheficr he comforted all the grave and dull 
" by throwing away the brighteft profufion of parts on witty 
** fooleries, debaucheries, and fcrapes, which may mix graces 
*^ with a great character, bat never can compofc one. If 
** Julius Cxfar had only rioted with Catiline, he had never 
** been Emperor of the World, Indeed the Duke of Wharton 
^ waa not made for conqueft : he was not equally formed 
** for a Roundhoufe and Pharfalia* In one of his ballads he 
** has baatered his own want of heroifm ,* it was in a tong 

"h« 
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M E N A L C A S. 

O my foul's joy ! may I be never blcfs'd, 
If I not love thee — more than heroes fame. 

More than the weary traveller his reft, 

Than bees the flowers, or ewes the tender lamb. 

" he made on being fclzed by the guard in St. James's 
** for linging the Jacobite air, The King Jhall have \cnjoy 
*' vwn aga:n, 

" The Duke he drew out haJf his fwordy 
*' The Guard drew out the rcfl. 

*' His levities, wit, and want of princij/les, his eh>quenc€ 
** adventures, arc too well known to be recapitulated. 
** attachment to no party, though with talents to gover 
** party, this lively man changed the free air of Weftm 
** for the gloom of the Efcurial, the profpe£t of 
** George's Garter for the Pretender's; and, with indiftV 
<* to all religion, the frolic Lord, who had writ the ball 
" the Archbilhop of Canterbury, died in the hand of , 
'* puchin. It is difficult to give an account of the works 
*' mercurial a man, whofe library was a tavern, and w 
<• of pleafure his Mufes. A thoufand fallics of his ii 
** nation have been loft; he no more wrote for fame 
<* he afted for it." Noble Authors, vol.11, p. 130.- 
intention was to have printed all the duke of Wharton's 
xical produftions in this volume ; but having been info 
whiUt this Ihect was ajflually in the profs, that a con 
colleftion of them was preparing by an ingenious gentl 
who has been long collefting materials cxprefsly for 
purpofe, I readily rclinquifh my firft defign j and f 
two only of this nobleman's poems to the publick^ as \ 
cimcn of his uncommon talents. N. 
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Thou art my joy, my comfort, my fupport. 

Thy fmilcfe iriy heaTen, thy lo¥C my bnly care^ ' 
My all of plea fu re this-«-a1as ! bow (hort 
To eafc the fufferings of tlie toilfome year ! 
O Fttt ! O Heaven I how judly I complain f 
A moment's pleafure, for an age of pain* 

E N o s I A. 

More than thyfclf I bear in all thy ills; 

But at thy prefencc all my griefs depart : 
Tl\at wears a charm, which every care difpels $ 

And tills with tranfport thy Enofia's heart. 
But fee ! the riling moon, the paler da}*, 

Has filverVi o'er yon mountain's grafTy head : 
Thanks for her friendly beams, they *Il light thy way, 

And fafe dire5\ thee o'er the watery mead, 

O ftay then ! blcfs me, while Fate gives thee leave § 
Too, too much time Ihe gives us both to giicve. ' 

MENALCA8. 

Witnefs, ye powers, who guard the innocent. 

How much my longing foul defires to flay : 
Kor (hould the dangerous moor our Joys prevent, 

O ! tis th' hard-hearted man I 'm forc'd t' obey. 
He knows not Love, nor Pity ; cruel mind ! 

Nor can I gain a moment's time fur thee ; 
But iloVn as this, or when I *m fent to find 

Some ftraggler from our folded company. 
O ftray they ever ! the dear wanderers prove 
My certain guides to joy, and peace, and love. 

B N 0* 
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B N O S I A. 

Mcnalcas, O I thy forrows wound my foul. 

Believe me, generous, dear, unhappy fwain» 
Could tears, or hourly prayers to Heaven, control 

The fate that dooms the guihlefs to fuch pain. 
Long (ince hadfl thou been happy f I have caufe 

Doubly to mourn thofe griefs I doubly bear :' 
Tears my own forrow for thy abfence draws, 

But thine demands a flood for every tear : 

Diftradling thought ! it will, 'twill fill my eye 
With grief that will be feen, thougli thou an by. 

MENALCAS. 

Tears ! my Enofia ! O thou fweeteft Maid, 

Forbear, forbear the cruel tendcrncfs : 
^is death !— alas ! thy hate could fcarcc have laid 

A furcr ruin on my (inking peace ! 
O, muft 1 leave thee thus ? Alexis there 

Runs from his blefs'd Eliza trembling home : 
That happy Maid ! how is it (he can bear 

Unpain*d thofe ills, that all thy peace confume ! 
But abfence is unjuftly cruel dill. 
And thofe who trueft love, its tortures fharped feel. 

E N O 8 I A. 

Pines not the conftant turtle for her mate. 

With mournful cooings all the tedious day j 
While chirping fparrows bear with cafe the fate 

That fnatches th* 6bje£t of their love away ? 
Eliza's flame no more can equal mine. 

Than can Alexis be compared to thee : 
Beauty alone their Love efteems divine, 

Aod fmiles from thoufand, thoufand tormentt free. 

But 
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But where exalted merit charms the foul. 

There can tlie flings of abfence all our joys control* 

M E N A L C AS. 

O, juftly faid ! my lad example proves * 

This fatal truth, whene'er I part from thee t 
The mighty joy, that 's paft, my foul but moves 

The more to curfe its lading mifcry. 
So the tir*d pilgrim, while. a ihort repofe 

Has cas'd his toil, and clos'd his aehing eyes» 
Sees the wide Heaven a glorious fcene difclofe. 

And, opening, crown him with immortal joys. 
But when with ilcep his Heaven is fled away. 
More lad, purfues the labours of die painful day* 

ON THE BANISHMENT OF CICERO. 

BY THE DUKE OF WHARTON. 

WHEN BF. ATTERBURY WAS BANISHED. 

A S o*er the fwelling ocean's tide 
•^^ An exile TuUy rode, 
The bulwark of the Roman flate. 

In a£t, in thought, a god ; 
The facred genius of majcftic Rome 
Defcends, and thus laments her patriot's doom, 

*♦ Farewell I rcnown'd in arts, farewell ! 

Thus conquer'd by thy foe, 
Of honours and of friends deprivM, 

Iq exile thou muil go : 
Yet go content; thy look, thy will, fcdatc, 
Thy foul fupcrior to the (hocks of fate. 
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Thy wifdom vyas thy only guile, 

Thy virtue, thy offence, 
With god-like zeal thou didft efpoufe 

Thy country's juft defence : 
Ko fordid hopes could. charm thy fteady foul, 
Nor fears, nor guilty numbers, could control. 

What though the nobleft patriots flood 

Firnrj to thy facrcd caufc. 
What though thou coukl'd difplay the force 

, Of rhetoric and of laws ; 
No eloquence, no reafon, could repel 
The united ftrength of Clodius and of HelL 

Thy mighty ruin to efFcft 

What plots have been devis'd ! 
What arts, what pcrjorics, been us'dl 

What laws and rites defpis'dl 
How many fools and knaves by bribes allur'd. 
And witnefTcs by hopes and threats fecur'd ! 

And yet tkey a£l their dark deceit 

Veil'd with a nice difguife, 
And form a fpecious (hew of right 

From treachery and lyes j 
With arbitrary power the people awe, 
' And coin unjuil oppreflion into law. 

Let Clodius now io grandeur reign. 

Let him exert his power, 
A fliort-liv*d monfter in the land. 

The monarch of an hour ; 
Let pageant fools adore their wooden god, 
And Si€t againfl their (enfcs at his nod. 
^ '. . X Pic^ 
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Pierc'd by an untimely hand 

To eanh fhall he defcend. 
Though now with gaudy honours cloatVdy 

Inglorious in his end. 
Bled be the man who does his power defy. 
And dares or truly fpeak^ or bravely die. 

OXFORD. A POEM. 

BY MR. T I C K E L L, 1707. 

INSCRIBED TO THB RIGHT HON. LORD LONSDALB*. 

<< Unum opus eft intake Palladis urbem 
** Carmine pcrpctuo ctlcbrare'*-— 

Hor. I Od. vii. 

TITTHTLST you, my Lord^ adorn that (lately feat, 
^ Where fhining Beauty makes her foft retreat^ 
Enjoying all thofe graces, uncontroVd, 
Which noblefl youths would die but to behold ; 
Whilft you inhabit Lowch^r's awful pile, " 
A ftruftore worthy of the founder's loil; 
Amaz*d we fee the former Lonfdale f (hine 
In each defccndent of his noble line ; 

* Richard, fccond lord vifcount Lonfdale. He died of 
the fmall pox, Dec. i, 17 13. 

f Sir John Lovvthcr, one of the early promoters of the Re- 
volution, was conftituted vice-chamberlain to King William 
and Queen Mary on their advancement to the throne ; cre- 
ated baron Lowthcr and vlfcount Lonfdale May 28, i6<j6 ; 
and api*olnted lord privy feal in 1699, Kc died July io# 
170a. N. 

Vol. V. D But 
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But moft tranfported and furpriz'd wc view 

His ancient glories all rcvivM in you, 

Where charms and virtues join their equal grace, 

Your father's godlike foul, your mother's lovely face- 

Me Foitune, and Jcind Heaven's indulgent care. 
To fanious Oxford and.the Mufcs hear, 
Where, of all ranks, the blooming youths combine 
To pay due homage to the miglny Nine, 
And fnatch, with fmilii'g joy, the laurel crown^ 
Due to the learned honours of the gown. 
Here I, the meaneft of the tuneful throng, 
Delude the time with an unhallow'd fong. 
Which thus my thanks to much-lov'd Oxford pays. 
In no ungrateful, though unartful lays. 

Where fhall I firft the beauteous fcene difclofe. 
And all the gay variety exp«fe ? 
For whcrcfoe'er I turn my wondering eyes, 
Afpiring towers and verdant groves arife, 
Immortal greens the fmiling plains array. 
And mazy rivers murmur all the way. 

O! might y»ur eyes behold each fparkling dome, 
And freely o''er the beauteous profpeft roam, 
Lcfs ravilli'd your own Lowthej* you'd furvey. 
Though pomp and ftate the coftly feat difplay, 
Where Art fo nicely has adorn 'd the place. 
That Nature's aid might feem an ufclefs grace ; 
Yet Nature's fmiles fuch various charms impart. 
That vain and needlefs arc the ftrokes of Art. 
In e([ual ftate our rifing ftruftures (hine, 
Fram'd.by'fuchjulcs, andform'd by fuch defign, 

Tliat 
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That here, at once furpriz'd and pleased, we view 
Old Athens loil and conquer'd in the new. 
More fweec our (hades, more 6t our bright abodes 
for warbling Mufes, and infpiring Gods. 

Great Vanbrook*s ♦ fcif might own each artful draught 
•Equal to^nodds ifi his curious tliought, 
Nor fcQFn a fabrick by our plans to frame, 
-Or. in immortal labours fmg their fame ; 
Both ways he favcs them from dedroying fate. 
If he but praife them, or but imitate. 

See, where the facred Sheldon's f haughty dome 
Rivals the {lately ^omp of ancient Rome, 
Whofe form, fo great and noble. Teems deiigti'd 
T' exprefs the grandeur of its Founder's mind* 
Here, in one lofty building, we behold 
Whatever the Latian pride could bbaft of old. 
True, no dire combats feed the favage eye, 
And ftrow the fand with fportive cruelty ; 
But, more adorn *d with what the Mufe infpires, 
it far outlhines their bloody theatres. 
Delightful fcenel when here, in equal verfe. 
The youthful Bards their godlike Qi^een rehearfc. 
To Churchiirs wreaths Apollo's laurel join. 
And iing the plains of Hockflet and Judoign. 

Next let the Mufc record our Bodlcy's feat J, 
And aim at num1)ers, like tl\e fubje6V, great : 
All hail, thou fabrick, facred to the Nine, 
Thy fame immortal, and thy form divine f 

* Sir John Vanbrogh. See III. 143. IV. 337. N. 
f The Theatre, T. J The Bodleian Library. T. 

D z Wiia 
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Who to thy pra'ffc attemptt t]\c dangerous flight, • 
Should in thj' various tongues be taught to write; 
His verfe, Itlce thee, a lofty drefs ihould wear. 
And breathe the genius wbidh inhabits there ; 
Thy proper lays alone can make thee lire. 
And pay that fame, which firft thyfelf didft pre* 
So fountains, which through fecret channels ftoWf 
And pour above the floods they take below. 
Back to tlicir Father Ocean urge their way. 
And to the fca, the dreams it gave, repay. 

No more we fear the military rage, 
"Nurs'd-up in fome-obrdurc barbarian age, 
Nor dread the ruin of cur arts divine. 
From thick-fcuird heroes of the Gothic line. 
Though pale the Romans few thoTe arms advance^ 
And wept their learning loft in ignorance. 
Let brutal rage around its terrors fpread. 
The living murder, and confume the dead. 
In impieus fires let nobleft writings burn> 
And with their authors (hare a common urn ; 
Only, yc Fates, our lov'd Bodleian fparcj 
Be IT^ and Learning's felf (ball be your care, 
Here every art and every grace Ihall join, 
Colle6^ed Piioebus here alone (ball fhine. 
Each other feat be dark, and this be all divine. 
Thus when the Greeks imperial Troy defac'd^ 
And to the ground its fatal walls debased, 
In vain they burn the work of hands divine. 
And vow dcftru^tion to the Dardan line, 
Whilft good iEneas flies th* unequal wars. 
And, with his guardian Gods^ liilus bears. 
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Old Troy for ever ftands in him alone, 
And ail the Phrygian kings furvive in one. 

Here firll prelides each Sage's reverend ifaade» 
Id foft repofe and eafy grandeur laid ; 
Their deatlilefs works forbid their fame to die,, 
l^or Time itfelf their perfons (hall dedroy, 
Prcferv'd within the living gallery ♦. 
What greater gift could bounteoas Heaven bcfioW) . 
Than to be feen above, and read below ^ 
With deep, refpe6^r bend my duteous head. 
To fee the faitliful likenefs of the dead j 
But O ! what Mufe can equal warmth impart ? 
The Painter's Ikill tranfcendjf the Poet's arti 
When round the plf^ur'd Founders I dcfcry, 
With goodntfs foft, and great with majcfty, 
So much of life the artful colours give, 
Scarce more within their Colleges they live. 
My blood begins in wilder rf)unds to roll. 
And pleaiing tumults combat in my foul ; 
An humble avve my dowucaft eyes betray, 
And only lefs than adoration pay. 
Such were the Roman Fatliers, when, o'cicomc,. 
They faw the Gauls infult o'er conr|ueiM Rome j 
Eacli captive fecmM the haughty vidor's lord. 
And proftrate chiefs rhcir aw ful flaves a'.lor'd. 

Such art as this adorns your Lowther's hall,. 
Where feafting Gods caroufe upon the wallj 
The nc£tar, which creating paint fupplics, 
Juioxicates each pleas'd fpe6lator's eyes ; 

* The Piaivre-galLery. T.- 

D 3 Who 
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Who view, amazM, the figures heavenly fair, 
And think they breathe the true Elyfian air. 
With ftrokes fo bold, great Verrio's hand has drawn' 
The Gods in dwellings brighter than their own. 

Fir'd with a thoufand raptures, I behold 
What lively features grac'd each Bard of old ,• 
Such lips, I think, did guide his charming tongue. 
In fuch an air as this the Poet fung ; 
Such eyes as thefe glow'd with the facred fire. 
And hands like thefe employed the vocal lyre. 
Quite ravi(h*d, I purfue each image o'er. 
And fcarce admire their deathlefs labours more* 
See where the gloomy Scaljger appears. 
Each (hade is critick, and each feature fneers y 

The artful Ben fo fmartly ftrikes the eye, 
1 more than fee a fancy'd comedy ; 

Tlie muddv Scotus crowns the motley lhe\v%. 

And metaphyficks cloud his wrinkled braw« 

But diftant awe invades my beating breaft. 

To fee great Ormond in the paint expreft ;. 

With fear I view the figure from afar, 

Which burns with noble ardour for the war; 

But near approaches fice my doubling mind, 

To view fucli fweetnefs with fuch grandeur join'd. 
Here ftudious heads the graver tablet fhews. 

And there with martial warmth the pi^ure glows j 

The blooming youth here boafls a brighter hue, 

And painted virgins far outftiine the true. 

Hail, Colours, which with Nature bear a flrife> 

And only want a voice to perfe6t life ! 

The 
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The wondering Granger makes a fudden (land. 
And pays low homage to the lovely band ; 
W ithin each frame a real Fair tx:lieves. 
And vainly thinks the mimic canvafs lives ; 
Till, undeceiv'd, he quits th' enchanting fhew. 
Pleased with the art, though he laments it too. 

So when his Juno bald Ixion wooM> ' 
And airoM at plcafurcs worthy of a God, 
A beauteous cloud was form'd by angry Jove, 
Fit to invite, though not indulge his love ; 
The mortal thought he faw his Goddefs lh:ne. 
And all the lying Graces look'd divine; 
But when with heat he clafp 'd her fancied charms. 
The empty vapour baulkM his eager arms. 

Loth to depart, I leave th' inviting fcene. 
Yet fcarce forbear to view it o'er again ; 
But ftill new objefts give a new delight. 
And various profpcfts blefs the wandering fight. 

Aloft in ftate the airy towers arife, 
And with new luftre deck the wondering flies ; 
Lo! to what height the Schools afccnding reach. 
Built with that art which they alone can teach j 
The lofty dome expands her fpacious gate. 
Where all the decent Graces jointly wait j 
In every (hape the God of Art reforts, 
And crouds of Sages fill th' •. m courts. 

With wonders fraught the bright Mufcum fee, 
Itfelf the grcateft curiofity ! 
Where Nature's choice (I treafurc, all combin*d. 
Delight at once, and quite confound die mmd | 

D 4 Tea 
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Ten thoufand fplcndors ftrike the dazzled eye. 
And form on earth another galaxy. 

Here colleges in fweet confufion rife, 
There temples feem to reach their native fties ; 
Spires, towers, and groves, compofe the various &ew, 
And mingled profpcfts charm the doubting view j 
Who can deny their chara£lers divine, 
"Without refplendent, and infpir'd within ? 
But, fince above my weak and artlefs lays, 
Let their own Poets fing their equal praife. 

One labour more my grateful verfe renews. 
And rears aloft the low-defcending Mufc ; 
The building *, parent of my young cfTays, 
Alks in return a tributary praife. 
Pillars fublim€ bear up the learned weigl^t, 
And antique Sages tread the pompous height j 
Whilft guardian Mufes fhade tlie happy piles. 
And all around diffufe propitious fmiles»' 
Here Lancafter, adorn*d with every grace. 
Stands chief in merit, as the chief in place : 
To his lov*d name our earlieft lays belong, 
The cheme at once, and patron of our fong. 
Long may he o'er his much-lov*d Queen's pre fide. 
Our arts encourage, and our counfels guide ; 
Till after-ages, fiil'd with glad furprize, 
Behold his image all majeflic rife, 
Where now in pomp a venerable band, 
Princes and Qiieens, and holy fathers, (land. 

♦ Queen's College Library. T. — See Tickeli's poem oiv 
ihe new baildlngs at this college, voL IV. p. 316. N» 
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Good Egglesfield t claims homage from the tje. 
And the hard (lone feeras foft with piety ; 
The mighty monarehs ilill the fame appear. 
And every marble frown provokes the war | 
Whilft rugged rocks, mark'd with Phtlippa's face. 
Soften to charms, and glow with new-born grace. 
A fight lefs noble did the warriors yield, 
Transformed to ilatues by the Gorgon fliield ; 
DiftOrting fear the coward's form confeil, 
And fury feem'd to heave the hero's bread 5 
The lifelefs rocks each various thought betrayM, 
And all the foul was in the (lone difplay'd. 

Too high, my vcrfc, has been thy daring flight. 
Thy fofter numbers now the groves invite, 
Where filent fliadcs provoke the fpeaking lyre. 
And chearful objefts happy fongs infpire, 
At once beftow rewards, and thoughts infuie, 
Compofe a garland, and fupply a Mufe. 

Behold around, and fee the living green 
In native colours paints a blooming fcene ; 
Th' eternal buds no deadly Winter fear. 
But fcom the coldeft feafon of the year ; 
Apollo fure will blefs the happy place. 
Which his own Daphne condefcends to grace; 
For here the everlading laurels grow, 
In every grotto, and on every brow. 
Profpeds fo gay demand a Congrere's ftrains, 
To call the Gods and Nymphs upon the plains ^ 
Pan yields his empire o'er the fylvan throng, 
Pleas'd to fubmit to his fuperior fong 1 

* Robert Eg£^eifield> B. D. the founder; 1340. K. 



42 MISCELLANY FOE MS- 

Great Denham's genius looks with rapture down» 
And Spenfcr*s (hade refigns the rural crown* 

Fiird with great thoughts, a thoufand Sages rove 
Throu^li every field, and folitary grove ; 
Whofe fouls, afcending an exalted height, 
Out-foar the drooping Mufc's vulgar flight. 
That longs to fee her darling votaries laid 
Beneath the covert of fome gentle (hade,- 
Where purling flrcams and warbling birds confpire 
To aid th' enchantments of the trembling lyre. 

Bear me, fome God, to Chrift-Church, royal featy 
And lay me foftly in the green retreat, 
Where Aldrich holds o*er Wit live fovereign power. 
And crowns the Poets which he taught before. 
To AKlrich Britain owes her tuneful Boyle, 
Tiie nobled trophy of the conquer'd ifte; 
Who adds new warmth to our poetic fire. 
And gives to Kngland the Hibernian lyre. 
Philips, by Phoebus and his Aldrich taught. 
Sings with that heat wherewith his Churchill fought, 
Unfetttrd, in great Milton's drain he writes, 
Like Miitnn s angels whilft bis hero fights ; 
Purfues the Bard, whilft he with honour can, 
Ef[uals the Pocr, and excels the man. 

O'er ail the plains, the flreams, and woods around. 
The plcafing lays of fwceteit Bards refound j 
A faitbiful echo every nott returns, 
And liftcning River-Goo-. ne^ksft their urns. 
Whwn Codiingion '-^^ and 'ictlc their vafe unrein. 
And form an cafy, unaffcttcd l:r<iin, 

• The great bencf<i«^or to All Soi.Ij Cvllegc. N. 
3 A doub! 
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A double wreath of hitirel binds their brow. 

As thev are poets and are warriors too. 

Trapp's lofty fcenes in gentle numbers flbw. 

Like Dryden great, as foft as movmg Rowe. 

When youthful Harrifon ♦, with tuneful Ikiil, 

Makes Woo<lftock Park fcarce yield to Cooper's Hill ; 

Old Chaucer from th* Elyfian fields looks down, 

And fees at length a genius like his own ; 

' Charm 'd with his lays, which reach the (hades below^ 
Fair Rofamonda intermits her woe, 
Forgets the anguilh of an injur'd foul» 
The fatal poignard, and invenomM bowl. 

Apollo fmtles on Magdien's peaceful bower?. 
Perfumes the air, and paints the grot with flowers^ 
Where Yalden learn'd to gain the myrtle crown. 
And every Mufc was fond of Addifon. 
Applauded man ! for weightier trufts defign'd^. 
For once difdain not ti> unbend thy mind 5 
Thy mother Ifis and her groves rehearfe,. 
A fubjeft not unworthy of thy verfe j 
So Latian fialds will ccafe to boaft thy praifc^ 
And yield to Oxford, painted in thy lays s 
And when the age to come, from envy free, 
Wh »t thou to Virgil giv'ft (hall give to thee, 
Ifis, ioMnonal by the Poet^s (kill, 
'* Shall, in the fmooth defcription, murmur ftill f ;*** 
New beauties (hall adorn our fyh-an fcene, 
And in ihy numbers grow for ever green. 



/ 



* Of whom, fee vol. IV. p. 180. N. 

f l-citcr from Italy, by Mr, Addiibn. T. 
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Danby's fam*d gift * fuch vcrfe as thine require$> 
Exalted raptures, and celeftial Bres j 
Apollo here ihould plenceoufly impart. 
As well his flnging, as his curing art ; 
Nature herfelf the healing garden loves. 
Which kindly her declining ftpength improres^ 
Baffles the ilrokes of unrelenting Death, 
Can break his arrows, and can blunt his teeth* 
How fweet the landfkip I where, in living tne^p 
Here frowns a vegetable Hercules I 
There fam'd Achilles learns to live again. 
And looks yet angry in the mimic fcene ; 
Here artful birds, which blooming arbours ihtw. 
Seem to fly higher, whilft they upwards grow, 
From the fame leaves both arms and warriors rife^. 
And every bough a different charm fupplies. 
• So when our world the great Creator made. 
And, unadorn'd, the iluggifh chaos laid. 
Horror and Beauty own'd their fire the famCf 
And Form itfelf from Parent Matter came. 
That lumpilli mais alone was fource of all. 
And Bards and Themes had one original. 

In vain the groves demand my longer (lay. 
The gentle Ifis wafts the Mufe away j 
Wich eafe the river guides her wandering (Irtaniy 
And haftes to mingle with uxorious Thame, 
Attempting Poets on her banks lie down. 
And quaff, infpir'd, the better Helicon, 

* The Phyfic-garden at Oxford. This hint was happily 
taken-up in 171 3 by Dr. Evans. See voL III. p. 145. N. 

Hai* 
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Harmoaious drains adorn their various themes^ 
Sweet as the banks, and flowing as the flreams. 

Blefs'd we, winom bounteous Fortune here has throwiif 
And made the various bleilings all our own ! 
Nor crowns, nor g4obes, rhc pageantry of flatCy 
Upon our humble, eafy iluml>ers wait, 
Nor aught that is Ambition's lofty theme 
Dtfturbs our ileep, and gilds the gaudy dream. 
Touch*d by no ills which vex th' unhappy greats 
We only read the changes in the {late, 
l^umphant Marlborough's arms at difVance hear. 
And learn from Fame the rongh events of war. 
With pointed rhymes the Gallic tyrant picixe. 
And make the cannon thunder in our verfe. 

See how tlie match lefs youth their hours improTe^ 
And in the glorious way to knowledge move I 
Eager for fame, prevent the rifing fun. 
And watch the midnight labours of the moon. 
Not tender years their bold attempts reftrain, 
Wbo leave dull Time, and haden into man. 
Pure to the foul, and pleaiing to the eyes. 
Like angels youthful, and like angels wife. 

Some learn the mighty deetfs of ages gone. 
And, by the lives of heroes, form their own, 
Now view the Granique choak'd with heaps of ilaiOf 
And warring worlds on the Pharfalianiplain ; 
Now hear the trumpets clangour froifh afar. 
And all the dreadful harmony of waf ; ^ 
Now trace thofe fecret tricks that loft a ftate. 
And fearch the fine-fpun arts that made it grdat, 

Corre* 
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•Corrcft thofc errors that its ruin bred, 

And bid fome long-loft empire rear its ancient head. - 

Others, to whom pcrfuaiive arts belong, 
' (Words in their looks* and muficon their tongue) 
Inftruftcd:by the wit of Greece and^onae. 
Learn richly to adorn their native home j 
Whilft liftening crowds confefs the kveet-furprtzc* 
With pleasure in their breafts, and wonder in< their eyei» 

Here curious minds the latent feeds difcloie. 
And Nature's darkeft labyrinths expofe j 
Whilft greater fouls the diftant worlds defcry. 
Pierce to the out-ftretch'd borders of the Iky, 
Enlarge the fearchiug mind^and broad e^cpand the eye 

O you, whofe ridng years fo great began. 
In whofe bright youth -I read the (bining man ; 
O Lonfdale, J^now what nobleft minds approve, 
The thoughts they cheriih^ and tht? arts they love : 
Let thefe examples your young l)ofom fire, 
And bid your foul to boundlefs height afpir?. 
Methinks I^fee you in oxitr (hades rctir'd. 
Alike admiring, and. by ^11 admir'd : 
Your eloquence now charts my ravifli'd ear. 
Which future fenates (hall tranfported hear. 
Now mournful verfe iafpires a pleafing woe, 
And.^ow your cheeks with warlike fury glo\^, 
Whilft on the paper fancy*d ficldb appear. 
And profpefts of imaginary war, 
'Your martial foul /ees Hockftet's fatal plain, 
Or fights the^'fam^d Ramilia o'er again. 

But -I- VI vain thefe lofty i>ames rehearfe, 
Above j:be fauic attempts of humble verfcy 

''Whick 
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Wliich Garth fhould in immortal flrains deAgn, 

Or Addifon exalt widi warmth divine j 

A meaner fong my tender voice requires,, 

And fainter lays confefs the fainter fires, 

By Nature fitted for an humble theme, 

A painted profpe6l, or a murmuring (Ireaoiy 

To tunc a vulgar note in Echo's praife, 

Whild Echo's fclf refounds the flattering lays, 

Or, vvhilft I tell how Myra's channs furprize. 

Faint rofcs on her cheeks, and funs within her eye6« 

O did proportioa'd height to me belong. 
Great Anna's name fliould grace th' ambitious fong^ 
lUudrious dames fhould round tlieir Q^een reforty 
And Lonfdale's mother crown the fplendid courts 
Her noble fon (hould boad no vulgar place. 
But (hare the ancient honours of his race, 
Whild each fair daughter's face and conquering eyes 
To Venus only fliould fubmit the prize. 
matchlefs beauties ! more than heavenly fair, 
Your looks refifllefs, and divine your air, 
Let your bidght eyes their bounteous beams diffufey 
And no fond Bard ihall aik an ufelefs Mufe ; 
Their kindling rays excite a nobler fire. 
Give beauty to the fong, and mufic to the lyre. 

This charming theme I ever could purfue. 
And think tlie infpi ration ever new. 
Did not the God my wandering pen redrain. 
And bring tpe to his Oxford back again. 

Oxford, the Goddefs Mufc's native home, 
Infpir'd like Athens^ and adoru'd like Rome ! 

Hadft 
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Hadd thou of old been Learning's fam*d retreat. 
And Pagan Mufes chofe thy lovely feat, ' 
O, how unbounded had their fi6lion been ! 
"What fancy'd vifions had adorn'd the fcene ! 
•Upon each hill a Sylvan Pan had flood. 
And every thicket boafted of a God, 
Satyrs had frilkM in each poetic grove. 
And not a ftrcam without its nymphs could move, 
'Each fummit had the train of Mufes (hew*d. 
And Hippocrene in every fountain flow'4, 
The tales, adorn*d with each poetic grace. 
Had lookM almoft as charming as the place. 

Ev'n now we l>ear the world with tranfports ovm 
Thofe fictions by more wondrous truths outdone ; 
^ere pure Eufebia keeps her holy feat, 
-And Themis fmiles from Heaven on this retreat, 
*Our chaftcr Graces own rcfin'd deiires. 
And all our Mufes burn with Veftal fires j 
'Whilft guardian angels our Apollo's ftand, 
Scattering rich favours with a bounteous hand, 
To blefs the happy air, and fanftify the land. 

O pleafmg (hades ! O ever-jjrcen retreats 1 
Ye learned grottoes ! and ye facred feats ! 
Never may you politer arts refufe. 
But entertain in peace the bafhful Mufe 1 
So may you be kind Heaven's diftirfguifti'd care. 
And may your fame be lafting, as 'tis fair ! 
Let greater Bards on fam'd Paraallus dream. 
Or tafte th* infpiring Heliconian ftrcam, 
Yet, whilft our Oxford is the blefsM alrode 
0f every Mufe, and every tuneful God, 

4 Parnal 
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ParnaiTus o\vns its honours hv out-done> 
And Ids boads more Bards than Helicon. 
A thoufand hleflingsl to Oxford owe. 
But you, my Lord, th* infpiring Mufe bellow, 
Grac'd with your name th' unpolifh'd poem (hinef^ 
You guard its faults, ^nd confccrate the lines, 
might you here meet my deliring eyes, 
My drooping fong to tiobler heights would rife : 
Or might I come to breathe' your Northern air, 
Yet Ibould I fiqjA an equal pleafure there ; 
Your prcfcnce would the harOier climate iboch, • . 
Hufli every wind, and every mountain fmooth. 
Would bid the groves in fpringing pomp arife^ 
And open chartning vifta's to the eyes, 
Would make my trifling verfe be heard around^ 
, And fportive Echo play tlie £mpty found i 
With you I fiiould a befter Phoebus find, 
And own in you alone the chaf ms of Oxford join*d« 

THE BEAU, A DIALOGUE; 

BY A PERSON OF QUALITY. 

FIR«T FRINT£D BY PEMBBRTON, 1713* 

« U R L y. 
pR'YTHra: tell me what a Beau is, 
•*• Thou who art fo fam'd for one } 

B B A V. 
He *€ a perfon of great prowefs 5 
By tliefe marks he may be known : 
Vol, V. E Though 
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Though his eycbrowis black as jet arc. 
Yet his wig is white as fnow ; 
Every hour he writes fome letter. 
Or receives fome biHet-doui. 

Well or ill, he brilkly dances. 
And his arms are never flill ; 
Cafling round him amorous glances, 
Such as feldom fail to kill. 

Sits all day among the 'ladies> 
Sees them paint, and fees, them patch ; . 
In their eyes (till looking babies. 
Some rich heir in hope to catch. 

Some French tune he 's ever humtttihg,' 
ThdUgh he cannot fing one note ; 
Or, with air and grace becoming, 
Gives ill-f(tentcdfhuff^bbut. 

Under his left arm a bamboo, 
Ribbon dangling^ at his fword ; 
Tells you all he has, or can 'do, 
And whom lad he laid on board. 

Well he knows th* intrigues of London, 
Which he whifpers round tlie room ; 
What believing maids are undone. 
Where they lay-in, and by whom. 

SURLY. 

If this be your accompli (h'<! Beau, 
He is the oddefl Fool I know ! 



^ 
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THE SALISBURY BALLAD*. 

BY DR. WALTER POPEf. 

WITH THE LBARNEDCaTtflMENTAIlIBS OF A FRIEND 

TO THE AUT-AOR'S MEMORY. 

THE FIRST PART. 

L 

/^ Salifbury people, give ear to my Song, 
^•^ And atrention onto my new Ditty ; 
For it is in the praife of your River Avooy 
Of your Bifliop, your Churcli^ and your City. 

H. An4 

• This Poem was given me in MS. by my worthy friciii 
Anthony Henley, clq; who ufcd to call it his favourijte, 
for the humour and iimplicity of it, and its delicate 
raillery on the Dutch commentators, I th'mk, indce^i 
his judgement was as right in that, as it was in every, 
thing ei(e relating to poetry and criticifm. This ballad was 
written by the famous Dr. Walter Pope, author of the Old 
Man's Wilt, who lived with Dr. Ward, then bifhop of 
Saliibury, and had a pcnlion from him of lool. a year. Mr. 
Hrnley told me, there was but one copy of it taken from 
his MS. and it never was made public till now« Pembirton.* 

-f- Of Dr. Pope, fome account has beeti already given, vol. 
I. p. 1 70. This ballad, it is faid in the Athenx, was a fa- - 
tire on the bi(hop of Salilbury for depriving the DoAor of, 
his miftrefs, which caufcd a difference between them for • 
tlaac^ $ce Ward's Grcfliam Profeflbrs, p. 115. Lord chan- 

E t cellor 
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II. 
Ati^^-Your Mayor and .^^Idermen all on a row, . .. 

Who govern that * watered mead, 
Firfl f liften a while upon \'oiir J tiptoe, 
r Tliei^ carry- this home, and || read. 

HI. 

Therein you may fiad many an excellent § Lore, 
That unto XToar Wives you may teach ; 

Though ** perhaps once aod more our Poet may foar 
Clear out of yourWprfiiips reach. 



.' !. 



cellor Cowper's opinion of it is th«s|piven in" a letter to Mr. 

Hughes : " I muft confefs, I tafte Dr. Pope's ballad, as my 

acquaintance Mr. Henley did." Letters of Eminent Perfons, 

^ol/I. p'. 208. The ** learned Commentary" was probably 

the production of Mr. Henley. N. 

• The City of New Sarum, built in the Bifhop's Mcadmv. 

■ -f To the Ballad-fingers. 

^ In a pofture of attention. 

' II Here the Poet is in a good humour, and fuppofes that all 

of them can read. 

^ An old wofd frequent in Spenicr, and (if we may Join 

the bed Englilh Poet with theworll Rhymers^ in the world) 

in Srernhold and Hopldns, " Thy Law and eke thy Lore :*' 

And I ihould cite the places, but that fuch Quotations would 

Ibok ilrange in the margin of a Ballad. It fignifies Lefibny 

o'r Dov^rine. Vid. Skinner's Lexicon. 

*■* I find now I praifed the Poet too foon ; for this is an 

impudent and unmannerly fuppofitlon, and I approve it riot ; 

though it is iTomcthing mollified by thofe words, " Perhaps," 

arid •< YourWorfhips." 

O Git- 
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IV. 

Clarendon Park *, and O Cherbury UUI, . ._ ^ -^ 

Join with your old friend the River, 
To infpirc my Mufe, and aflifl my (juill 

In the great tilings I have to tielivcr. 

V. 

School-MiftrclTcs tine, to the number of f Niflc> , 

I '11 call on no Mufes but vou ; 
Nor no other help, to enter my J whelp, 

Unlcfs it be II bouncing § Pru. 

* This fecms Heathenlfli," to pray to Hills, Parks, and 
Riv/trrs; but it is no more than oihi-r Poets invoking Paniaf- 
lus and Helicon. Neverthtlefs, I btlieve the Po<t wa« a 
good Chrjftian ; for, if you read to the end of this Paa, you 
will find the Bi<hoi> was very much in his favour. 

'f Not but that there are a greater number ot" School-mlf- 
trelTes in the Clofe; but the Poet hath need of no more of 
them than there were Mufes. 

J My young barking Mufe, " Ma Mufa nourrie en Sa- 
<* tire BoT." 

II That word (igniiiesyii/, or dancitig, 

§ A DimJnuiive from Prudence j and feems to be put 
here for any woman at large, only to compleat the rhyme, 
it Ixflng a name fuitablc enough J for moft women arc wilc, 
if not cunning. I confefs, fome who pretend to have been 
intiniately acquainted wiih the Poet in hisTifc-time, are very 
politivc that this name did not only point out a particular wo- 
man, bpt even the Poet's Miftrefs. But I cannot agree to 
this ; for had it been fo, he would have given her a more 
honourable epithet. 

E 3 VI. En- 
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VI. 

Xncwurage you ♦ Ten the rooft timorous pen 

That e'er fuch a talk did begin ; 
When you find ainy wit, then in roy mouth fpit. 

And chuck me under the chin. 

VIL 

I will not forget thofe f Stones that are fet 

In a Round upon Salisbury Plains,- 
Though who brought them there 'tis hard to declare. 

The X Romans^ the Britons, or Danes. 

VIIL 
Nor thofe pretty Sheep, whom greater || Beads keep^' 

Nor you Buftards that ftalk thereby ; 
You Buftards that chufe to doze like my Mufe, 

Who walks becaufe Ihe can't fly. 

IX. 

Nor § you that know all the difcafes of eyes. 

And for all a fure remedy find ; 
Who alone give light, after twenty years night. 

To thofe who are born ** flone-blind. 

♦ The Nine School-miftrelTes, and this bouncing Pra. 

-f* Stonehenge, the nobleft piece of Antiquity In England. 

J Here the Poet briefly fums the fevcral opinions of HiAo- 
rians and Antii^uarlans concerniog the Founder^ of Stone* 
henge. 

II Shepherds. 

§ Dr. Peter Turbenrille, the bcft Oculift of this Age, or 
any before him. 

** Tbe Daughter of George Turbenrille, of Whltminfler 
in Glouceilerihirci and one Pevercl of Salilbury, and divers 
•thjers. X. Nor 
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X. 

Nor you^ the good * Bilhop, that came from the. f.Wcft, 
And fpar'd neither pains nor coft, . \ 

To build up the J Houfe, puilM down by [| Prlck-Lbufc, 
And fit for fueh an hoft. 

XI. 
*Tvvas you that let-in § St. Bitfien flrcarris. 
To increafe the fmall ** River ft £x ; 
Twas you brought again the J J" loft Badge and Cliain, 
And did it to |||| Sarum annex. 

X'n. You 

* If you can have patiencctlU you come to the 'XlXth 
Stanza of the Second Part, you will know what this Bishop's 
name is. 

f Exeter. 

m 

J The Bifhop's Palace in Salllbury. 

|] One Vanling, a London-Tayloi', who bought it of the 
facrilegious Rebels. 

§ This, I fuppofe, is oneof thofe places our Poet threatens 
the Aldermen with in the Hid Stanza; but I will not 'let 
him be obfcure : He means the Deanry of St. Buricn, near 
the Lslnd's-end in Cornwall, procured to be annexed to tho 
Bilhoprick of Exeter (by this Biihop, before his Tranflation) 
upon the death of Dr. Wykes, which happened in the time 
of Dr. Sparrow, the prefcnt Bilhop, who now enjoys it. 

** A River for Sea, not without a conceit. 

f f The name of the River upon which Exeter ftands, put 
figuratively for the City to increafe the fmall River Ex, lie 
to augment the poor Bilhoprick of Exeter. 

IX The cnfigns of the Chancellorlhip of the Garter (a Me- 

E 4 dalj 
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THE SECOND ?ART, TO THE SAME TUNE. 

L 

/^LD Sarum was built on a dry barren ^ hill^ 
^^ A great many years ago ; 
'Twas a Roman town of flrength and renown^ 
As its (lately ruins ihow. 

IL 

Therein was a Cadle for men of Arms^ 

^nd a Cloyder for men of the Gown ; 
There were Friars and Monks, and fLiars and * Punk^ 

Though not any whofe names are || come down. 

in. 

The Soldier and Church-men did not long agree i 

For the furly men with the § hilt on 
Made ** fpoft at the Gate,with thePricfts that came ft Utc 

From fliri^ing JJ the Nuns of Wilton. 

* Vide infra Stanza XVII. From their hill, where there 
Vras neither well nor fpring. 

•j* Trade fmen. 

} Harlots. 

II This refers to punks; none celebrated in Hiftoryi as 
Thais, Meflklina, and others fince. 

§ Hilt for Sword, by a known figure. 

^■^ By aflcing of them roguifh queftions. 

4*f After the watch was fet. 

'!^X From doing their daily drudger\% 

IV. Whcrt- 
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IV. 

Whereupon ♦ Bilhop Poor went to the t King, ' r 

And told him his piteous tale. 
That, rather than abide fuch a thorn in his iide. 

He 'd build a New Church in the Vale. 

V. 

«« J I '11 build a New Church in the Vale, faid he. 
If your Highncfs will give roe U fcope." 

** Who, I, faid the King ? § I *11 not do fuch a thing 
Without our old Father the Pope.** 

VI. 

<« Then I '11 go to that ** Whore, replied Biihop Poor, 

With a purfc full of old gold j 

For why (hould I beg and make a low leg. 

Where every thing is to be fold ?** 

VIL He. 

* This ^ Whereupon" is a very compreheniive word, and 
jet feems more than it is. One would think the Poet here 
makes a leap, from the foundation of Old Sarum by the Ro«^ 
man», to Bifhop Poor's time. It is only from Honnar, the 
firft Biihop of Salilbury, A. D. 1083. to Richard Poor, the 
feventh, 12 17. This " Whereupon" therefore is as much 
as to fay, After 134 years fuffcring the affronts of the gar- 
riibn, their patience was worn out^ fleih and blood could 
endure no longer; but Biihop Poor being a fiout man went 
to the King. f King Henry III. 

J According to the fVyle of thofe times. [J Leave. 

§ Where note, That King had no mind to incur the Pope'* 
difpleafure. In thofe days he was a tercible fellow in England. 

** This is a very hard place ; why Biihop Poor, being a 
Papift> (hould call the Pope Whore. Some think the Biihop 
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VII. 

He went; he prevail*cl , he returned in a trice. 
With ample authoiitv fcis'tl, ... 

To remove * Sarum-ftones and f St. Ofmund's bones^ 
And to build a New Church whore Ik: picas'd. 

VIII. 

To the Abbefs of Wilton he Ihewed his Bull^ 
And how much he was in the Pope's grace ; 

And they two confulted their J bellies full, 
Yet they could no: agree of a place. 

IX. One 

Ipolce it prophetically; knowing that In the fucceeillng times 
of Calvin and the Prelbyterjians, he ihould be proved to be 
the Whore. Others more acutely, think this might be Po]>c 
Join/ but this ingenious folution is agalnfl chronology, for 
Pope Joan (if ever there was fuch a one) was in the year 8^3, 
^74 years before Bilhop Poor. The bell reafou, in my of i- 
nion, is taken out of the context, the lail verfc of this Scanza^ 
"** Where every thing is to be fold:'* Rome i^ a Whore, 
becaufe it does kindnelTes for money only, not for love j which 
is the very definition of a Whore. 

* The walls of the City and Cathedral. 

•{• This St, Ofmund was the fccond Biihop of Old Sarum. 
He was alfo Earl of Borfet, and Lord Chancellor of England. 
He d:cd 1099, and was removed with great ]x>mp to New 
Sarum; where he lies buried in the middle of Our Lady Cha- 
pel under a black marble-done, bearing only this infcription, 
:** Anno MXCIX.*' He "^yas fainted by Pope Calixtus, anno 
1456. The procefs and charge thereof may be fecn in Salil- 
bury Monuments. 

J A proverbial phrafe ufed for rhyme fake : for I cannot 

belie v< 
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IX. 

Qne tinie as the Prelate lay on li Is. down bed, 

Recruiting his fpirics with reft:, 
There appeared, as 'tis faid, a beautiful Q maid, ' 

With her own dear babe at her bread. 

. • ^ • • • . • 

X. 

To him thus (he fpoke (the day was fcarcc broke,. 

And his eyes yet to flumber did yield) 
** Go build mc a Church without any delay. 

Go build it iff Merry-fiuld.'* 

XL 

He awakes, and he rings ; up ran Monks and Friars^ 

At the found of his little "bell; 
** I muft know, faid he, where Mcrry-field is.** 

But the Devil-a-bit could they tell. 

XII. 
Full early he arofe on a morning grey. 

To meditate and to walk, 
And by chance overheard a Soldier oh the guard, ' 

As he thtis to his fellow did talk. 

XIII. 
** I will lay on the fide of my good yewcn bow^ - 

That I ihoot clean over the corn. 
As far as that tow in Merry-iield, 

Which grazes under the thorh/^ . '* 

believe what fome of the wicked hint, that the Poet had any 
waggilh meaning here. 

II Wlio that maid and babe were, the Learned and Devout 
onderiland. 

XlV.TUa 
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XIV. 
Then the Bilhop cry'd out, " Where is Merry-field ?** 
For his mind was flill on his vow : 

4 

The Soldier reply'd, " By the River-fide, 
Where you fee that brindle-cow.** 

XV. 

Upon this he declarM his pious intent, 

And about the Indulgences * ran, 

And brought' in bad people to build a good Steeple, 

And thus the Cathedral began. 

XVI. The 

• Indulgences area fort of Roman coin the Popes ufc 
.to give to pious ufes ; as building of Churches, maintaining 
Rebellion agalnft Proteftant Princes, &c. To which fome- 
times they add dead bodies, promifes, anB hopes* So one of 
their own Poets; 

** Le cofe de la-guerra andaran 2»ppe . . I I 

** 1 bolognofi richiedean danari, 

*•* Al Papa cd cgli refpondeva coppe 

*^ Emandava indu^enze per gli A}cari.*' C. iz« 
And in another place, 

** Part eran Ghibelllne e favorite da 1* imperio 

** Aleman per fuo intercife 

" Eran Guelfe econ la Chiefa unite • 

<< Che ie pafcea di fpeme e di promeffe." C i. 
"Which laft verfcs may be thus tranflaced in our 4iiithor*s 
Itile and meafure ; 

fTbey * beid that the Emptrer woas \n the right j 
llfoft *, that the Pe^e*t caufe wat good : 

* The Ghibellines. » The Guclfa. 

Th<j 
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XVI. 

Tlie principal Stones, in a fortunate f hour 
Tor the Ptpc, King, and fome of the Peers, 

Were laid by f Pandulfo's Legantine Potver, 
And 'twas finl{h*d in t thirty years, 

XVIL 

Tbty that were fer the Pepe, -were fed voUb thin bope^ 
And pttrdom, < and fieeee ef weed 3. 
Thus the Pope having promifcd tweivty-*fire (thouiand crowns 
a month towards xrarrying on the irebeliion in Ireland^ paill 
them in this coin; and fent by the Iri& aa&bafladors (the 
bilhop of Fern and Sir Nicholas Plunket) anno 1647^ from 
Rome> two dead bodies ; which, for aught any one knew, 
frtxght have been heathens, inftcad of ready money. Not that 
the cathedral began by the ftceplc ; but ftee|ile is put here for 
church, by the fame figure as, bfefore, hilt for (word. 

•f" In an hour fotind out according to the ndes of Aftrology, 
by the Will Lilly's of thofe times. Of thisthey To6k more 
care 5 because the church built before by biihop Ofmund wai 
founded' in an iH hour : in an ill hour^ I fay ; 'fbr the fteeple 
was burnt down by lightning, the day ifter it' was iiniihed. 
Vide Godwin. The five firft ftones were? laid ty Pandulfb^ 
the Pope's legate : the firft for the Pope, the fecond for the 
King, the two next for the earl and countcfs of Saliibury^ 
the fifth for the Biihop. 

•|- Signifies no more than Pandulfo himfelf ; as by fuch i, 
one's Lordfhip, or Worlhip, we mean their perfons. But 
this expreiHon is more ancient and poetical^ being often ufe<l 
in Homer ; 

*Irgf| *s TiXr/uaxoto, &C. 

^ And coil but forty thoufand mark^« Vide the account 

3 Chips of the Crofs, ;• 

4 vcw 
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Then then the Me;n.of.Qld Sarg^^ carne.^f)wn ■ 

From their Hill where Uiere was ncithet .well * nor 
fpring, . ^. ... 

Thkt they might have a mill, an4wal;e;r^;|^ at will, 
. And hear the fvveet fifhes J iing. 

' ■ 't J^ V 1 Urn ' •* ^* ,.,.._ 

But if I proceed, as I ojfice had deflire^d,.:....'. , 

And II foolilhly undertook, . ,. •; 

To let my § vein rUn, I (hall never have done^ ' x 
And indead of a Song make a Book, 

in Salilbury Muniments upon this (excellent pile. Sec alio 
▼crfes of Daniel Rogers; in Godwin, and Camden's Britannia, 
which begin thus « 

" Mira cano, Sec. 

^ In the fir^ yerfe of this part, he calls it a dry, barren hill* 

f At band for all conveniences ; as waihing of diihes, 
drowning of children, &c. 

J This is another place wherein the Px)ct intended to walk 
incognito; but I '11 .pull off his mafque. Noble Citizens, he 
means Frogs. Ariitophanes thought fo well of their voices^ 
that he makes them fuftain the part of the Chorus in one of 
his comedies. The words of their fong are, B^fxtx?xtit2f, 
xon|, xoa| ; the meaning thereof, and the tune, 1 confef* 
myfelf ignorant of* 

II Here the Poet chides himfelf for his fool-hardy und^r* 
•laking in the firft part } and begins to take up, 

§ PocticaL 
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XIX. 

pardon me, pardon me, Bifliop ^ Ward, 
For putting thy name in my fong ; 

for I am, alas I but a iilly f Bard, 
And my verfes cannot live long. 

XX. 

Though fometimes a lucky ballad may hi^ 

And, in fpite of Tune's iron jf fangs. 
Out-live greater volumes ftuff'd fuller of wit. 
And conceived with more labour and pangs. 

XXI. 
But if I was owner of Virgirs trump, 
And Horace's well-tuned || lyre, 

1 'd wear them out to the very § ftump. 
But I 'd make thy great name to afpiic» 

XXIt. 

Then anfwerM my Mufe, with a fcornful fmile, 
" Leave ofFfuch fond thoughts, ||{| poor heart ! 

'Tis fancy and ikill, not love and good- will, 
Muft fit thee for fuch a part,'* 

XXIII. 1*11 

* Now I am out of your debt, for what I promifed in 
#ny Commentary upon the IXth Stanza of the firft part. 

f A Wcllh Poet. + Teeth. 

II An obfolctc word fignifying a Wellh Harp. 
• § Here the Poet Ihews his good inclination towards the 
Bifhop. 

nil How familiarly and obligingly the Mufe fpeaks to the 
Poet ! 

VoLw V» F <f— Sopra 
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XXIII. 
1 *11 make it the care of the ages to come. 

When thou /halt be dead and rotten. 
To publilh his fame^ and embalm his name. 

That it iliall never be * forgotten, 

XXIV. 

While f Lovers ihall ianguifh betwixt hopes and fearsy 
With a vifage pale, blue J, and forlorn j 

And, all the world round, any wife may be found, 
Whofe H dear hufband drinks in a § horn. 

♦ ** — "Soprate noa haura poiTa 

*< Quel dura eterno ineccitabil fonno 

** D'haverc chiufa in cofi poca folTa 

<* Sc tanto i vcrfi mici pro metter ponno."" 

>f A poetical defcrlption of a long time, 
j; This feems to be taken out of Horace ; 

** Et tin£lus viola pallor amantium/' 

I hope the ghoft of a Ballad-maker will not be offended witli 
me for this difcovcry : I am fare the beft French Poet now 
living reputes it an honour that it was faid of him, 

** N' eft qu'un gueux rcvcftu dcs dcpouilles d' Horace." 

§ The Poet does not think ir ftrange, if women who hat^ 
their hufbands, ihould let them drink in horns. 

II The meaning of this is, that Bllbop's name (hall not 
be forgotten, till all the world over, all loving wives ihall be 
ib rich, ar- to be able to provide their hulbands citps of more 
precious matter than horn ; and there ihall be found no horn 
in any loving wives houfes. 

XXX. While 
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XXV. 
'Wliilc the Ri?er Avon rans down to the fca. 

And grafs grows on Saliibury plain ; 
'While ^ Enghflimen dance to the Mufick of France, 
And Tradefmen mind nothing but gain. ^ 

XXVI. But 

* While the Englifh fdilow the French fafliions. This 
■fort of defcription is frequent, both in ancient and modern 
Poets. So Virgil ; 

<< Dum juga montis aper) fluvios dum pi^is amabity 
** Dumque thyxno pafceacur apes, dum rore.cicads/' 
So OTid ; 

— *^* Tcnedos dum ftabit ic Ida, 
'^ Dum rapidas Simois in mare volvet aquas, &c.^' 
So-the Italian Theocritus ; 

" Mcntre per quefti monti 
'< Aodran le fere errando, 
** E gli alti pini haujran pungenti foglic 
** Mentre li vivi fonti 
*' Correran mormorando 

** Nel alio marl, che con amor gli accoglle, ^c." 
And in another place, 

■** Mentre ferpente in dunii 
** Saranno, e pefci in fiumi 
<' Ne fol vivrai, ne la mia ftanca Vn|^a, 
^* In m'dle akre fampogne, e milie verii." 
But, in my opinion, thcfe are too general 5 whereas thofc of 
our. Poet are particular, and fatirical; and therefore more 
^omooendable. 

F « JBut, 
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XXVI. 

But it is not for fuch v/eik * Ihoulders as thine 

To undergo fuch a f care ; 
For that I dcfign a Poet || Divine, 

§ Wind thou. up thy Song ^th-a Prayer. 

XXVIL 
She faid ; 1 1 obcy'd. The Queen and the Xing 

God bkfs, and their brother James, [ AvoOy 

And ** Old Chrift-Church Haven, and New Sarum'-s 

And make it as good as the Thames ! 

* Alluding to that of Horace, 

" Quid valeant humeri, quid ferre recufcnt/* 
And that of Virgil, 

" Non tali auxilio, & 'defenforibus iftls." 
•f- Of eternizing the Biihop's name. 
II As If (he ihould fay with Horace, 

** Quibus ingenium eft, et mens divinlor, a^que ot 

** Magna fonaturuna-; Dabo nominis hiijns honorem." 
§^Mark how preclfe the Mufe is, in obferving old cuftoms. 
J The Poet's, ready obedience is remarkable : -She faid; 
I obeyed: Di£tum, factum. It is a iign his Pegafus was 
well managed, that he flops fo ihort in his full career. 

** Chrift-Church is a very ancient town, called by the 
Romans Alauni ; by the Saxons, Twinambourn, bccaufe it 
lies betwitt two rivers. 

Latin^ *' In terram nil," now ** temi." 
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the;j5Wallow and birds, a fable,, 

.BY DR. POP E*.* 

At Certain Farmer fowd a Field with Flax, •[wprld>, 
"^ ^ When that plant ,was not well Icnown in the: 
Being refolv'd to try what 'twould produce. 
Not thinking it would prove of (o great ufc, . 
Feed, and employ fo many thoufand poor, 
A Swallow, who had traveld far, and knew 
To what ufe it was put in remote parts. 
Fearing that mode might be. there introducd,. . 
Causdall the Birds to meet in parliament. 
Told them th* cfFeft of that pernicious plantj 
And what they mud cxptQt when 'twas grown up j; 
** To th* place where 'ts fown by general confeni, , 
Let *s go, faid he, and. pick up every (eedf 
And fo fecurc our nation from that weed." 
But they laught at him for a fearful fool, . 
The Flax fprings up, which he beheld with grief^ 
And defird all the BJrds to meet again ; 
** You fee, faid he, that plantbegras to mount 
His head above the earth, now while 'tis young, 

"* From his " Mcr.-tl and" Pollticar Fables, ancient and 
** mccUrn j done into meafured Profc intermixed with Ry^mc, 
** 1698." The author's peculiarities of orthography are- h^irc 
prefer, ed. By " meafured profe" is meant, that the lines, 
■which are all in the mcafure of verfe as to the number of feet, 
fbr the moil part do not rhime in complciS at the end. fJ, 

P 3 ■tec 
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Let us all go> and pull 't up by the root.** 

They laught, and one replyd, " Pray,. Sir, go you^. 

We trouble not our heads with future things.*' 

In a fhort time the Flax was ripe, and pluckt. 

And thoufand nets in every £eld were fpred 

Upon the rivers banks, and in the woods; 

And then the Swallow met the Birds again. 

And found them fad, and heard them all complaiii^. 

How many of their kindred had been ilain. 

How many prifoners were in iron cages ; 

** *Tis now too late, faid he, with patience bear 

The miferies you have drawn upon yourfclves. 

Which 1 fbretold,,and fhewd how to prevent, 

Movd by the public intereil, not mine own; 

For then^ I knew how to fecure my felf 

Againft the miferies which I forcfaw. 

!Now I am fafe, having made peace with man, 

Which I *m convincd none of you ever can ; 

I live in 's houfe, and pleafe him with my fong^ 

And under fuch prote^ion, fear no wrong. '^ 

THE MORAL. 

Tbcy jufdy fufFcr who rcjedk advice* 

. THE LARK, A FABLE, BY DR. POf E. 

A Lark, who every Spring did ufe to build 
•^^ Her reft, and lay her eggs, in the green whea^ 
So early, that her young ones might be fledge, 
Before 'twas reapd, did once by a miftake. 
Hake her ncft, hatch her eggs,^in rath ripe com. 

And 
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And found not out her errqr till too late, 

She faw the harveft near* bfep yeung ones eallo^V 

Not in condition to be timely movd, 

Therefore i* th* morning, ere ihe went abroad, 

Slie thus befpoke them : ** Children, when I am gone,. 

IVCnd every thing you chanct to l^ar or fee. 

And give me an account, at my return.** 

Tliey watcM> and faw the owner of the field, 

Walking that way, difcourfing with his fon. 

And over-h6ard him fay, '* This- corn is ripc^ 

And if it be not quickly reapd, will (hed: 

Go, Son, to tlie next village,, and intreat 

MjT friends: affifiance, to cut down this wheats 

Early, by break of day, to-roorrow morn." 

The affrighted Larks this to their mother tokL. 

" Children, faid fhe, your danger 's yet remote,- 

Be not difmayd, for if we can (lay here 

Till we are difpoflTcired by his friends. 

By chat time your young feathers will be grown^ 

And you '11 be able to tranfport yourfelves 

Wl)ere-ever I (kail guide you, through the air," 

Leaving the fame commands, away (he flics 

Kcxt day. The careful Husbandman awake* 

Early, at the firft crowing of the cock, 

Rifes, comes down, and fearing to be too late^ 

Sate buttoning of his doublet at the gate,. 

Then calling many a withful look to th' coafl 

From whence his hopd4br fuecour ought t' arrive^. 

Seeing the fun grown; high, and no friend come. 

Thus to his Son he f|)okc ; « Since we 're deceivd, 

F 4, Hence- 
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Henceforwards fct a mark upon fuch friends. 
Who o^ly cry God blefs you, when we fnee^te^ 
But, when we (land in need, afford no help. 
Go, all our. near relation» invite 
To^meet me here, to-morrowj by day-light. 
That we may get this corn down before nigbt." 
This news the young birds to their mother told, 
" Mother, they crydj mother, we arc undone, 
Not one of us. can %, few of us run. 
Yet out of doors to-morrow we muft turn." 
Such terrour feizd them of approaching deaths 
They mingled (ighs and tears with every word. 
She fmild, and faid, *< You are flill fecure, he'll fis 
His friends and kindred equally unkmd, 
Be mindful ftill of what you hear and fee.;" 
This faid, away a foraging (he flies. 
The next fun rifesj.the good man, in vain,. 
Expcfts his kindred, none of them appears ; 
** Since there *s no truft to be repos'd in frind8>. 
Or kindred, Son, faid he, to-morrow bring 
Two fickles; you and I will cut tliis corn.** 
As foon as the old Lark this underdood, 
To a fecurer place, leading her brood, 
** Follow, faid ihe, we 've ftaid the utmoft hour^ 
There 's no eluding intereft and power." 

THE MORAL. 

He that will bring his buiinefs to an end, 
Mu(k go himfclf j he that will not^ may fend* 
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TITE, ANTS CHANGED TO MENr 

FROM OVID*S METAM0RPH0S£.8y BOOK TU*. 

BY MR. STONESTREET«. 

A Dreadful plague from angry Juno came. 
To fcourge the land that bore lier rival's name.|. 
Before her fatal anger was reveaPd, 
And teeming malice lay as yet conccal'd,. 
All remedies we try, all medicines uft. 
Which Nature, could fupply, or Art produce ; 
Th* unconquer'd foe derides the vain deiign^ 
And Art and Nature foilM declare the caufe divine* 

At firii we only felt th' oppreilive weight 
Of gloomy clouds> then teeming with our fate^ 
And labouring to difcharge una£live heat : 
But, ere four moons alternate changes knew> 
With deadly blads the fatal South- wind blew, 
Ihfe£ted all the air, and poifon'd as it flew. 
Our fountains too a. dire infe£iion yield. 
For crowds of vipers creep along the fields 
Andy with polluted gore and baneful (leamsy. 
Taint all the lakes, and venom all tlte flreams* 
The young difeafe with milder. force began,. 
And rag'd on birds and beaAs, excufing man. 

* This writer is- mentioned by Jacob, as author of the tWf> 

]ioems. here printed ; but without any imfmation who or 

"what he was ; nor have I been able to difcover any paiticu- 

lars of his hiftory. The other part of the Seventh Book of 

Pvid was tranHated by Mr. Tacc. K. 

The 
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The labouring oxen fall before the plow, 

Th' unhappy plow-men ftare, and wonder how ; 

The tabid llieep, with fickly bleatings, pines ; 

Its wool dccrcafing, as its ftrcngth declines ; 

The warlike fteed, by inward foes conspdl'd, 

Negle£i:s his honours, and deferts the field, 

Unnerv'd and languid leeks a bafe retreac. 

And at the manger groans, but wifh'd a nobler fate s 

The ftags forget their fpeed, the boars their rage, 

!Nor can the bears the (Ironger herds engage : 

A general faintnefs does mvade them all, 

And in the woods and fields promifcuoufly they" fall. 

The air receires the flench, and (flrange to fay) 

The ravenous birds and beads avoid the prey ^ 

Th* ofFcnfive bodies rot upon the ground, 

And fpread the dire contagion all around. 

But now the plague, grown to a larger fize^ 
Riots on man, and fcorns a meaner prize. 
IntefUne heats begin the civil war. 
And flufliings firfl the latent flame declare. 
And breath infpic'd,^ which feem'd like fiery air. 
Their black dry tongues are fwell'd, and iiearcejcan move^ 
And Ihort thick fighs from panting lungs are'ijrovc 5 
They gape for sur, with flattering hopes t^ abate 
Their raging flames, but that augments their beat ; 
Ko bed, no covering can the wretches bear, 
But on the ground, expos'd to open aij:, 
They lie, and hope to find a plcaiing cooineft diere. 
The fuffering e.anh, with that opprefEan ouEft, 
Retttcns the beat which chej iiopaned iM^ 
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In vain phyiicians would beftow their ttd^ 
Vain air their art, tnd ufelds all their trade i 
And they, ev'n they^ who fleeting life recall. 
Feel the fame powers, and undtfliDguifh^d falL 
If any proves ft> daring to attend 
His fick companion, or his darling iiriend, 
Th' officious wretch fucks-in contagious breathy 
And with his friend doth fympadiize in death* 

And now the care and hopes of life are paft. 
They pleafe their fancies, and indulge their tafte $ 
Ac brcoks tnd ftreams, regardlefs of their flianc. 
Each fex, promifcuous, ihives to quench their flame p 
Nor do they ftrive in rain to quench it there,. 
For thiril and life at once extinguifli'd are. 
Thus in the brooks the dying bodies fink. 
But heedlefs (till the rafli furviTors drink. 

80 much uneafy <iown the wretches hare. 
They fly their beds to flruggle with their fate % 
But if decaying ftrength forbids to rife. 
The vidim crawls and rolls, till on the ground he liet^ 
Each ihuns his bed, as each would fhun his tomb ; 
And thinks th' infection only lodg'd at home. 

Here one, with fainting ileps, does flowly creep 
eVr heaps of dead, and ilrait ai:^ments a heap ; 
Another, while his flrength and tongue prevaird,. 
Bewails his friend^ and falls himfelf bewaH'd : 
This with imploring looks furveys the ikies^ ^ 

The lad dear office of his cloiing eyes; > 

But finds the Heavens implacable, and dies. . <^ 

What now, ah! what employed my troubled mind ? 
Bat only hopes my ful)jcds fate to fiad« 

1 WKU 
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V 

What place foe'cr my weeping eyes furvey. 
There in lamented heaps the vulgar lay ; • 
As acorns fcatter when the winds prevail. 
Or melloW' fruits from ihaken branches fall. 

You fee that dome which rears its front fo high>. 
*Tis facred to the Monarch of the S]cy ; 
How many there, with unregarded tears,. 
And fruitlefs vows, fent up fucccfslefs prayers I 
There fathers for expiring fons implor'd. 
And there the wife bewaird her gafping Lord ; 
With pious offerings they 'd appeafe the (kies^ 
But they, ere yet th* atoning vapours rife, 
Before the altars fall, themfelves a facrifice : 

They fall, while yet their hands the gums oontaia^. 
The gums furviving, but their offerers flain. 

The deflin'd Ox, with holy garlands crown'd. 
Prevents the blow, and feels an unexpected wound:: 
When I my fclf invoked the Power Divine, 
To drive this fatal peft from me and mine t 
When now the prieft with hands uplifted ftood^. 
Prepared to flrike, and ihed the facred blood. 
The Gods themfeh*es the mortal (Iroke be(low» 
The vi6lim falls, but they impart the blow : 
Scarce was the knife with the pale purple flain'd, 
And no prcfages could be then obtain'd 
From putrid entrails, where tl»' infeftion reign'd. 

Death ftelk'd around witli fuch rcfiftlefs fway, Tf 
The temples of the Gods his force obey, f 

And fuppliants feel his fVroke while yet tliey pray. ^ 
** Go now, f aid he, your Deities implore 
For fruitlefs aid, for I defy their power/* . 

Then 
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Then with a curs'd malicious joy furvey*d 

The very altars, (lain'd with trophies of the dead. 

The Tefly grown mad and frantic with defpair^ 
Urge their own fate, and fo prevent the fear. 
: Strange madaefs that, when death purfued fo fafl:, 
T' anticipate the blow with impious hafle. 

No decent honours to their urns are paid, 
'Nor could the graves receive the numerous dead;; 
For or they lay unbury'd on the ground, 
'Or unadom'd a needy funeral found : 
All reverence paft, the fainting wretches fight 
For funeral piles which were another's right. 

Unmourn'd they fall j for who furviv'd to mourn ^ 
And iires and mothers unlamented bum : 
Parents and fons fuflain an equal fate. 
And wandering ghofiis their kindred fhadows meet» 
The dead a larger fpace of ground require, 
•Nor are the trees fufficient for the fire. 

Defpairing under grief's oppreffive weight. 
And funk by thcfe tempcfluous blafts of Fate, 
*« O Jove, faid I, if common fame fays true. 
If e'er iEgina gave thofe joys to you. 
If e'er you lay inclos'd in her embrace. 
Fond of her charms, and eager to pofiefs ; 

father, if you do not yet difclaim 
•Paternal care, nor yet difown the name. 
Grant my petitions.; and with fpeed reflore 
My fubje6):s numerous as they were before, 
'Or make me partner of the fate they bore.*' 

1 fpoke, and glorious lightning fhone around,^ 
Jlad rattling thunder gave a profperous found ) 
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** So let it be { and may thefe omens -prore 
A pledge, faid I, of your returning ]ove !" 

By chance a reverend oak was near the place> 
*Saci:ed to Jove, and of Dodona's race, 
"Where frugal Ants laid up their winter meat, 
"Whofe little bodies bear a mighty weight : 
'We faw them march along, and hide their (lore; 
And much admir*d their number, and. their power 
Admir'd at firfV, but after envy'd more. 
7ull of amazement, thus to Jove I pcay'd t 
'<< O grant, iince thus my fubjefts are decay'd^ 
As many fttbje£^s to fupply the dead 1" 
I |>Eay'd, and ftrange co»vul(ions Hiook the oak* 
Which murraur'd, though by ambient winds unihoQk: 
My trembling hands, and itiff-ere£fced hair> 
£xpreft all tokens of uncommon fear; 
Tet both the earth and facred oak I kifs'd. 
And fcarce could hope, yet flill I hop'd the beft | 
'For wretches, whatfoe'er the Fates divine. 
Expound all omens to their own defign. 

But now 'twas night, when ev'n dilbra^on wetn 
A plealing look, and dreams beguile our cares. 
Lo ! the fame oak appears before jmy eyee. 
Nor alter'd in its (hape, nor fonner fize; 
As many Ants the aumerous branches bear. 
The fame their labour, and their frugal care ; 
-The branches too a like commotion found. 
And (hook th' induftrious creatures on the ground. 
Who by degrees (what 'a fcarce to be belicT'd) 
A nobler form and larger bulk receiv'd. 

Aid 
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And on the earth walk'd an unufual pace 
With many ftridcs, and an cre^ed face $ 
Their niuncrous legs and former colour loft. 
The infe£t8 could a human "figure boaft. 

I wtke» and waking find my cares agaifiy 
And to the unperforming Gods complain. 
And call their proraife and pretences vain* 
Tet in my court 1 heard the murmuring roice 
Of ftrangers, and a mixt uncommon noife t 
But I'fufpef^ed all was Aill a dream. 
Till Telamon to my apartment came, 
Opening the door with an impetuous hafte r 

come, faid he, and fee your faith and hopes furpaft : 

1 follow; and, confus'd with wonder, view 
Thofe ihapes which my prefaging (lumbers drew^ 
I faw, and own'd, and call'd tliem fubjc^ks ; they 
Confttft my power, fubmillive to my fway. 

To Jove, rcftorer of my race decay'd, 

My vows were firft with due oblations paid. 

I then divide with an impartial hand 

My empty city, and my ruin'd land, 

To give the new-l>orn youth an equal (hare, 

And call them Myrmidons, from what they were. 

Yt)U fstw th«ir perfons j and tlvey (lill retain 

The thrift of Ants, though now transform'd to Men« 

A firugal people, and intirM to fwcat. 

Labouring to gain, and keeping what they get. 

Thefe, equal both in ilrength and years, (haU join 

Their willing aid, and follow yourdefign, 

With the firft Southern gale that (hall prefent 

To £11 year fails, and favour your intent. 
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AGAINST THE FEAR OF DEATH. 

BY MR. STONE STREET. 

11TTH AT has this life to make it worth our care ? 
^ ^ What mighty charms can wretched we deiiciy ? 
Which can lo great a plague fo much endear. 
Or fo ignobly make us fear to die ? 

If we by various pafllons ate diflrefs'd. 
And daily tofs'd in life's tempefluous feaSt 

Why ihould we thus the friendly dart deteft, 
J^d fly the blefling which afibrds us eafe ? 

Fierce anger, fordid fear, and deep defpair. 
With all the paflions which degrade the mai^ 

AH thdfe we xan 'With fervile patience bean:^ 
And though compleatly wretched^ flill live on. 

'Or elfe perhaps wc love; the charming pain 
Dettiins us (laves to what will plague us moft; 

Oh ! how we fondly hug th' ignoble chain. 
Till reafon is in folly's mazes loft! 

Ev*n Freedom, we furvive the Jofs of thee, 

Thou greated blefling which mankind can know ^ 

When, if we will ourfelves, we may be free. 

And foar above the Ikies, and fee tlie eartli below. 

The gout, the (lone, like Martyrs we endure, 

Thofe torments which our dear bought pleafures give; 

With all the cruelty attends their cure. 
We freely bcar> and all in hopes to live. 

But 
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But how unjuflly we, alas, are ferv'd ! 

The wi(h*d-for blefling proves our grcatcft curfc. 
Our traniient cafe will (hew we were prcferv'd 

From fmaller evils, but to futfer worfe. 

And though unlhaken Reafon does proclaim 
That there 's eternal eaCe among the dead ; 

We quake, we (icken at the bugbear name, 
And Fear almoft performs the work we dread. 

Tell me, deluded mortals, tell me this, 

Why we who are exposed to Fortune's hate. 

Who fee no profpcft of advancing blifs, 

Should drag a life, and love th* oppreflive weight ? 

Come then, my friend, with equal cares di(\refs*d. 
Thou too kind partner of refiftlcfs grief. 

Let *s on to death, the furcft way to reft j 
And court the fancy*d tyrant for relief. 

HORACE, BOOK II. ODE XVI* 

MEN AND MEASURES CHARACTERISED. 

Tj^O R quiet, Friend, the Sailor prays 
**■ Midft ftormy winds and roamy feas. 
While moon and ftars withhold their light, 

And half the globe is wrapt in night : 

Or, 

♦ I know not who was the author of this Imitation, 

iirft publi(hc4 in Auguit 1739. '^^^ ^°Py ^^°"^ which I 

now print it, containing feveral marginal cortcftions, was 

Vo L« V, G purchafci 
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Or, if loud thunders fhake the deep, 

With Haddock's peaceful crew to deep. 
When armies join in horrid fray» 

And Death deforms the deep array. 

Shew me the Chief, inur'd to toils, 

All cover'd o'er with hoftilc fpoils ; 

Who would not quit the fatal-field 

And all the fame that triumphs yield. 

Should George or Walpole. kindly mark 

His pod. of honour in. Hyde Park. 

For all the dangers, toils, and (Irife, 
;.That cloud the fprightly noon of life. 

Are borne, that gentle quiet may 

Clbfe the mild evening of its day- 

'Tis not the Star, the String, the Robe, 

Thofe baits. that catch :h* ennobled mcb ! 

With all that brib'd a venal train 

To vote a Hiameful peace with Spain, 
. Can calm the confcience, or control 

The teazing tumults ot the foul. 

Nor can the guards that watch a Throne 

Bid anguifh and remorft: be gone; 
. They hover o*er the rich alcove, 

And'dafh the draughts of guilty Love. 
Far happier He, who craves no more 
■ Than what his Fathers had before; 

purchafeti with feveral curious pamphlets, in 1779, at tie 
fale of Dr. Arbuthnot's library. — Another Imitation of 
this Ode, by Mr. Hughes, is in the Englilh Poets, vol. 
\XXII. |>. X02.* N. 

Who 
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Who fees his frugal meal prepared 
Beneath the roof his Fathers rear'd ; 
Whofe days are crown *d with fweet content, 
Whofe nights in quiet (lumbers fpent. 

Whence then thy fchemes, deluded man, 
This noify chace in life's (hort fpan ? 
From clime to clime, from Pole to Pole, 
Where tcmpcrts fweep, or billows roll ; 
Puriiie you blifs ? Know, hu filing elf, 
To gain it, thou mud lofe thyfclf. 

Go boaft the Minifter thy friend ; 
Throw cumberous Virtue off; afcend 
The giddy pinnacle of power j 
Seek Houghton's * plains and Richmond^ bower, 
The lonely grove, the filent vale. 
Or bid thy canvafs catch the gale ; 
If all too weak to banifh grief, 
Fly to the bottle for relief. 

Cares, rapid as a whirlwind's force, 
Out-fly the deer, out-run the horie ; 
Round the bright coronet they twine j 
They fparkle in the fprigUtly wine ; 
They taint the fragrance of the breeze ; 
They whifper through the waving trees ; 
And, where the gilded ftreamers flv, 
They fwell the brcaft, and prompt the ilgh. 

Hope you for pleafure pure, refia'd 
From every lot of human-kind ; 

♦ The feat of Sir Robert Walpolc. N. 

G 2 From 



Uf MISCELLANY POEMS. 

From future woe, and prefent pain ? 
Believe me, Friend, you hope in vain. 
'^Virtuc enjoys Hfc*s chearful ray, 
Or wifely laughs its gloom away. 

Young Sheffield * perifh'd in his bloom^ 
While Selkirk withcr'd to his tomb. 
' Heaven, as a curfe, to me may lend 
The years it has deny*d my friend. 
St John from Britain cxil'd flies 5 
While nations from his tongue grow wife ; 
And penfion'd Horace f fwells, while States 
Are fmit with folly as he prates ; 
There Wade in Marlborough's f{)lendor rides> 
And Yorke in Talbot's Seat prefides 5 
And foon, Argyll, a beardlefs boy 
May wield the trunclieon you enjoy. 
-In vain thy fpirit, ftrength, and eafe, 
O Pulteney ! warm, perfuade, and pleafe. 
If the rdiftlfefs nod of Bob 
Can guide the vote, and gain the job. 
Sce'Peers, while England's honours fink. 
With Sherlock vote, with Stanhope think 5 
And Winnington and Yonge prevail 
Where Lyttelton and Wyndham fail. 

Yet all is juft, could mortals fee 
How with their end the means agree ; 
Or trace the Powers that guide the whole> 
And bid the moral fyflem roll. 

* Edmund, the fecond duke of Buckingham. N. 

■f Horace J i. c. Walpolc, -afterwards lord Walpole. N. 
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'Tis your*s life's aftive fcenes to grace 
With every virtue of thy race 5 
For Heaven, with wealth and titles, gare. 
Thee foul to fpend, and fenfe to fave* 
To me, the Fates, fevcrely kind, 
A fmall inclufure have aflign'd ) 
Some fparks of genius, and a foul 
That hates a Knave, and loaths a FooL: 

WRITTEN IN SAINT EVREMONT'S* ESSAYS^ 
PRESENTED TO A LADY. 

'TpHROUGH various climes of ccnfure and applaufc, . 
"^ In this wide world of Ciiticks and their laws,- 
(The common fate by Authors undergone}.^- 
The great, the wife St. Evremont has run. 
But now, fecurc, he can rcfpett command, . 
Where'er the Mufes llretch their filver wand j 
Where fcnfe is valued, and where learning fhines^ 
And fparkling wit can charm in polifli*d lines ; 
Where'er true eloquence and talle prevail, 
And Authors have their praife for thinking wclL'. 
Vain would he he, and uninftru6^cd yet. 
In the juft worth of what himfelf had writ. 
Should he difdain for your applaufc to fue, . 
Or fcruple to fuhmit his works to )ou. 
Fair Criiick, in his name I humbJy l)end, . 
Admit the.fuppliant Author by his friend ; 
And, as you find him merit your eftecm, . 
Excufe his agent, and encourage him. 

* Of whom, fee vol. I. p. IZ3. N* 

G 3 T^ 
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TO LOVE, AFTER INDIFFERENCE. 

TTTTELCOME, thrice welcome to my frozen heart. 
Thou long-departed fire ; 
How could^ll: thou fo regardlefs be 
Of one fo true, fo fond as me, 
Whofe early thought, whofe firft dciiret 

Were pointed all to thee ? 
When, in the morning of my day. 

Thy empire firft began. 
Pleased with the profpeft of thy fwa}'^. 
Into thy arms I ran ; 
Without referve, my willing heart I gave, 
Proud that I had my freedom loft. 
Contending which I ought to boaft. 
The making thee a fovereign, or myfelf a (lave. 

Still I am forc'd to execute thy will. 
By me declare thy power and Ikill j 
My heart already by thy fire 
Is fo prepar'd, is fo refin*d, 

There 's nothing left behind 

But infinite defire. 
O ! would'ft thou touch that lovely maid 
(Whofe charms and thine I have obey'd) 

With fuch another flame. 
The heaven that would appear in me 
Would fpeak fuch goodncfs dwelt in thee. 

Thy bow, thy art. 

No more need guide thy dart ; 

No heart fo ftubborn, but at that would aim. 

S I ^ 
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SIX PASTORALS BY DR. EVANS*. 

FROM ORIGINAL MSB. 

" O thou the tendered of the tuneful train! " 

Smile on a loncfome unambitious fwain. 

Thy artlefs beauties to his verfe transfer, < 

And make the (hepherd like his nymph appear. ~ 

Though lowly, lovely ; modeft, yet not mean; 

Though warm, not wantonj unadorn'd, yet clean.** Past.4, 
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* INSCRIBED TO THE EARL OF PEMBROKE, 1707. 

ROBIN AND NANCY. 
TN vain the bafhful Bard prefumes to fing; 
•*■ In vain his mcdcft Mufe expands her trembling wing.. 
Diftruft to pleafe ful'pends her tuneful choice, 
Arfd (inks the puny Poet'i, feeble voice. 
How fljould he fmg, alas ! unfitill'd in fong ? 
Or how fucceed in his attempt (o young ? 
Teach him,, ye plumy minftrels of the groves j 
In artlefs ftrains ye warble forth vour loves : 
Untauglu, the linnet and. the nightingale. 
With native melody delight the dale i 

* Of Dr. Evans, fee vol. III. p. 1.18. vol. IV. p. 356. — 
The Paltorals here firll printed (for which I am obliged to 
Mr. Reed) are intituled, " Extracts from an orlghjal manu- 
** fcript volume of Paftorals by A. Evans." The fpecimen^ 
thus preferved, may perhaps be the means of bringing the 
whtfle to light. N. 

G 4: . Like 



88 MISCELLANY POEMS. 

Like them, my Mufe, thy (lender mufick try. 

And ghd the plains with ruftic harmony : 

No lofty thoughts thefe fylvan fcenes infufe, 

A homely fong befl fits a homely Mufe. 

Herbert I true friend ! to thee, of right, belong 

Thefe lays, my firft cflay in rural fong. 

When chilling winter pinched the needy fwain. 

And his flarv'd flock pin'd on the barren plain f 

You took him home, what more could (bepherd crare ? 

And (belter to his fheep and ;?jddcr gave. 

O could I imitate thofe fprightly drains, 

With which great Pembroke whiiom charm'd the plains^ 

'to thee my grateful rfeed (hould fweetly found, 

And Herbert's name through every grove refound* 

Mean while the tribute of an humbltr lay 

Accept J *tis all a bankrupt Mufe can pay. 

'Twas dulk ; and now Heaven's ibining troops begao 
Their polar march, with Vefper in the van ; 
When Nancy, leaning on young Robin*s arm. 
Returned from dancing at a neighbouring farm. 
Long had the pair with mutual flames been bled. 
And Love and Joy exulted in each breaft ; 
The happy fwain, preft by fo fvveet a load, 
Yet lighter for his lovely burden trod. 
And now the moon, uprifing in the caft. 
Long fliadows on the gloomy valley cafl. 
The timorous nymph clung to her guardian fwain, 
Scar'd at each (hade that (Iretch'd along the plain $ 
And often turn'd j oft thought fome fpright appear'd ; 
Now friiking elves, now jack-a-lanterns fcar*d. 

Till 
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Till the kind youth, who long had learn'd the way 
To footh her brcaft, and every care allay. 
Thus with a tale began to charm her ears. 
Beguile the way^ and expiate her fears. 

ROBIN. 

All on lugh noon, when as the fultry plains 
To cooly idiades had drove the fainting fwains, 
Aneath the ihelter of a whelming rock 
Lucilla lays around her graz'd her flock : 
Around and near j proud to be thufen kept > 
Nor wander'd they albe't their paftor flept. 
Ahy happy flock ! well might ye deign to (lay; 
From fuch a lovely keeper what would ftray ? 
Ah» happy flock ! ruVd by fo fweet a maid ; 
Ahy happy girl ! by flocks and fwains obeyM. 

NANCY. 

How ! Robin \ how 1 

ROBIN. 

Nay, Nancy dear ! I trow^ 
With all her beauties, flie mud vail to you. 
Belike the lad who did the lay indite 
Liv'd long ago j or ne'er of thee had fight. 

NANCY. 

TeH on, whoe'er the lad or lafs may be, 
It matters not. To Robin loves but me. 

ROBIN. 

A flowery wreath her milky temples bound j 
The fweeteft flowers the fweetefl maiden crownM. 
Each flower fo worn puts on a brighter hue : 
Yety though they flourifli'd more thaa when they grew, 
4 The 
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Tlie lily, which in gardens fcems fo fair. 

No fnow could brag, her whiter fkin fo near. 

The rofe, which on the bulhes blufhes fo, 

Wax'd pale, or feem*d to wax. Carnations too 

Doubled their fthell, but lofl their crimfbn dye. 

Or fecm'd to lofe j her lovelier clieeks fo nigh. 

As thus the maid, ftretch'd on the mofly floor. 

Slept, as (he thought, from pitying l^^s fecure, 

Alen, a fliepherd of the bordering plains. 

Young, yet no (Iranger to Love's tender pains. 

In queft of wanton ftragglers frcm his flock 

ChancM this-a-way to pafs ; but when the rock 

He fpicd, and, low adown, fo fair a lafs 

In tempting guife, foft flumbering on the grafs^ . 

His fearch forgot, and lofl in fweet amaze. 

He (lops, upon tlid lovely girl to gaze. 

Well might he ftop ! Who fuch a fight could fpy^ .. 

Yet, like a lubber, pafs unheedful by? 

•* Ah me ! (he cried, wlien firft he'd power to fpeak) 

Ah mcJ (then figh'd as though his heart would break) 

What may this mean ? why flutters fo my heart ? " 

Why glow my cheeks ? and whence this tickling fma*^ 

Through every limb? Of fleeping maids good ftorc 

I 've feen, yet never felt the likd before. 

Some fairy queen, I trow, who with her train. 

By moonlhinc, nightly trips it on the plain. 

Dwells in this hollow hill! 'tis fo ! then hafle, 

Rafh lad, away ! thou canft not fly too fail. 

Hade, turn thy eyes, left with their lofs you pay 

The bold forbidden ken. Hafte ht away. 

Chtnct 
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Chance flic to wake, albe't you Tcape with light. 

Dread the blue marks of pinches rude each nighc . 

But ah ! I rave ; what fairy elve may vie 

With flcfli fo fair I ting'd with fuch rofy dye ? 

Thofc tiny forms at midnight take their round 

And never deep ; or fleep nor, fure, fo found. 

The wreath (he d'ons befpeaks her May's bright queci^ . 

So juftly chofen by our neighbour Green* 

Tis the ! and fong is fcanty in her praife, 

Though the fweet burden of each (hepherd's lays s 

But O I- what lays, what ditties, can fet forth 

Such countlefs beauties ! fuch unmated worth ? 

Why floop I not, and gently Heal a kifs ? 

I tremble ! what unwonted dread is this ! 

LalTes, well pleas'd, fuch tender thefts allow ; 

Oft have I tried them ; what withholds me now ? 

Ah ^ lucklefs hap to guide my fteps this way ! 

I fought a flraying lamb ; but now, wide ftray 

Myfelf, alas ! better I 'd ftay'd at home 

Content, though half my fiock had deign*d to roam; 

My pipe, the tiineful calmer of my grief. 

With cheary drains had yielded furc relief; 

Soft foothing founds had wafted wide my care. 

While anfwering groves had fecm*d my woes to (bare* 

But footliing ditties fan a lover's flame. 

And who would goad the grief he feeks to tamei 

Untoward ail ! which mufic feeds alone ! 

Woe's me poor Alen ! then, I'm Ihare undone I 

But why undone ? is Love fo fad a pain ? 

O I yes^ it is when not return'd again. 

Why 
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Why not returnM ? w woo *f a pkafiAg tafii j 

Will any damft! yield afore we tlk ? 

Such lovely looks ill mate with peevilh pride ; 

'Tis foon enough to wail when once dtnicd* 

Blithfbme and briik, I trow, thou doft not heff- 

A make that ever yet was known to fcare* 

S^cky and Agnis, maids of no mean face. 

Allow thee freely in their hearts a place $ 

And why (hould this defpife thee } though more gay> 

She 'S woman, and may love as well as they. 

But» fhould (be not ! can Alen brook her fcorn. 

In love, wont hitherto to meet return > 

Waift-heart ! what fhall I do in fuch a cafe > 

How will fad trickling tears unman my face? 

How will my fighs fwell up the riling gale ? 

Yer^ what will iighs, and what will tears avail } 

Still hope : what though (he ihould thy fuit deny^ 

LaiTcs, at firfl, are naturally coy. 

And will be woo'd. *Tis cunning more than fcorn 

With-holds their fmilcs, we flight what 's cafy won. 

Were there no rugged rocks nor dreary dales, 

We ihould not prize the beauty of thefe vales. 

The role . the violet, and cowflip too, 

Would ficm Icfs fweet, were no rank weeds to grow^ 

Then ne'er defpair ; though, firfl, (he icy prove. 

In time (he'll melt. Love 's the reward of Love. 

Alack, al.ick ! my hope is all too vain I 

Oft have - Iieard how much this fruitful plain 

Vaurxts of its blithfome youth ; lads who podefs 

Whacc'er in Love can plcafe^ or maiden blef$* 

Mehap 
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Mehap fome one of th^fe her eafy heart 
May have already gain'd : and then, what fmart 
Muft Alen feel, what woe, what pining pain. 
To fee the lafs for which I (igh in vain 
Some lucky rival blefs ! O rueful thought ! 
Firft may I die, ere fuch Ihould be my lot !** 
So having plain'd; his (land the (hepherd takes 
Propt on his crook : foft watching till ike wakes* 
But, of his court, the (lory makes no (ay s 
Or elfe, mehap, the reft was torn away. 
Now, for my tale, I beg, at leaft, one kifs* 

NANCY. 

Take it, dear lad ! and with it this, and this. 
Such tales to tell, I 'd hire thee thus all day, 
So fweet the purch^ie, and fo fweet the pay* 

ROGER, OR THE WAG. PASTORAL III. 

WILLI AM AND COLIN. 

A LL wet and weary William home returned 
•^^ From diftant fairs, and o*erftock*d marketstnoum^ 
Slowly lag on his weather-beaten fold. 
The greater part as yet remained unfold. 
Him Colin fpied, whoi, from the open plain. 
Had driven his flock to ihelter from the rain. 
Beneath a hollow hill the ihepherd fatef 
And joys to welcome his long abfent mate. 
To him he hies ; the friendly cavern Ihews^ 
And to the covert bears his fainting ewes: 
A leathern bottle, ftor'd with humming beepy 
He brin^ { large 4raughts the drooping diovcr chear. 
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And now the fun (hot forth a gladfome rayt 
Tlie tcmpeft ceasM j again the fields 1o6k'<l gay. 
William, infcnfibly, forgets his care. 
And cheary. thtis befpeaks his kind coinpeer. 

W I L L I A M. 

Sure I fet out on fome unlucky day ! 
But, coming fairs my pains may better pay. 
'Twere vain to grieve j what mud be will befall ; 
Good and ill hap, by turn, ilill wait on'all. 
ISIow, fay the news, e'er fince I faw thee laO:, 
And how the Whitfun holidays were pad j 
Who won the wreftling prizes at the. wake j 
Whofe head was broke, and for what lafs's fakc; 
Hath lovefome Lobin wedded buxom Kate ? 
And how doth Roger bear his high eftatc ? 
Roger turnM farmer ! Plow-boys, prick your ears"! 
What lubber now to make his fortune fiearsi 

C O -L I iJ. 

Full of himfelf dill Roger prides to be 
The Merry-andrew of the company. 
Our mirth he moves all as a glamefome calf; 
We laugh, indeed, but 'tis at him we laugh. 

W I i. I. I AM. 

Lo ! where^lie comes : O ftrange ! he turns aiide ! 
And fee, a plainer doth his temples hide. 
You feem to fraile ; I pry 'thee, Colin, tell 
If aught wortli counting hath the roan befell. 

COLIN. 

Seme four^r five days pafl, as on the brink, 
(Where morn and evening 4ill the cattle drink) 

Simon 
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Simon and I, and Steven, in debate, 
With Kitty, and her lover Dicky, fate, 
Koger came up, though an unl/iciden gued, 
And marr'd our chatting with an ill-tim'd jeft. 
A thoufand monkey tricks the wag play'd o'er) 
Then drew a naughty figirre on the fliorc : 
Strait, fparkifli Steven, who had feen die town. 
To {hcxfr "his knowledge, called it ** a great gun." 
Simon, becaufe it fonoething fcemM to fpout, 
Said ** Nay ; an engine 'tis, the flames to d'out!" 
** Right ! Roger cried ; what longing lafs deiires 
A fitter engine to aiTuage Love's fires ?** 
And here the lout his fides ungracious (hakes j 
And mighty mock at fimple Simon makes : 
While modeft blufhes Kitty's checks o'erfpread; 
No rofe in June glows with fo bright a red. 
But Dicky «ycd him with a' flern regard. 
<* Such artifls fhould not want a due reward,** 
Said he; then ftamp'd the wicked picture out{ 
And, with his iheephook, bravely laid about. 
This marr'd the lubber's laugh :. away he fled. 
So may all vicious Wou*d-be-wits be fped. 

W 1 L-L I A M. 

Since when did Dicky fo much courage gain ? 
Dicky ! the meerefl; milkfop of the plain. 

COLIN. 

Fair Kitty's prefence made the tripling bold ; 
His love ill-treated, who his hands could hold ? 
Di£ky behav'd as fuits a lover Twain : 
A wormi'When trodden op> will turn again. 
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WILLIAM. 

So did not Roger. What a brag is he ! 
Boldnefs and fheepiihnefs but ill agree. 
Could fuch a bluiterer tamely take a blow ? 
In words fo high, in manhood all fo low 1 

COLIN. 

Empty and noify, yet unlike a drum ; 

Spare him, he rattles; but, well drubb*d, is dumb. 

WILLIAM. 

Yet this is he, who, in his own conceit 
Moft wife, as fools doth all his fellows treat. 

COLIN. 

Not in his own conceit alone, or how 

From driving, fhould he come to own the plow ? 

WILLIAM. 

His tongue hath ferv'd him well at time of need : 
He that will fpar« to fpeak may fpare to fpeed. 
1 envy not ; however wealth may charm. 
Yet, who would Roger be, to gain his farm ? 

COLIN. 

Alas ! we all our different failings fharc : 
The bed have faults, and each with each fhould bear. 
Now hie and glad thy mefs-mates with thy fight : 
Thy harrafs'd ewes fhall be my care to-night. 
For lo ! the fetting fun. The flocks once penn'd. 
Home hailing I'll thy news from far attend. 

DICK' 
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DICKY, OR THE PLOW-BOY. 

PASTORA'L VIII. 

IN TWO ECLOGITES. 1709. 

t 

TjpAIL to tht folktpy groves ! 
**• ^ Eak^d, tvhere fportive Fancy roTM. 
What brigbmefs glitters t)irough tlie glade ! 
Thalia, iSoPul-^hiriAg maid ! 
Deign*ft siMtf to viik me again } 
Why poihit'ft thou fa to yonder fviraih ? 
MethiHiKt 1 hckf-tlie ftripling wail -^ 
And dwell thete forrows in the dale ? 
FVom fcttkPi 6f ^ace can woes arife } 
A white k^ liAen to hii (ighs. 

h i c ft Y, 

•• Gee, Dobbin, gee I the fun grows low, 
Aad we have yet much land to plow. 
Though this a loofc and fandy foil. 
With one poor beafl yet hard 's the toil. 
Hard is the toil, when, with a mind 
Unquiet, fteblc limbs are join'd I 
Alack^ alack ! with little heart 
I hold the plow, or drive the cart I 
Lifllefs it) whatfoc*cr I do, 
No \yondcr 'tis we loiter fo. 
Untoward Love hath turned my brain. 
Wboe, Dobbin, whoe I we drudge in vain* 
Who hve at cafe may work for bread | 
No eafd have I tOi hope till dead. 

Vol. V. \ i£ Fak 
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Fair, falfc, forgetful Kitt^, ihc 
That charms my heart, forfaketh me t 
Die Dicky, die ! and end thy care t 
"Who life with lofs of love would bear ? 
'With flagging ears and head hung down» 
Thou, Dobbin, feem'ft to (hare my moatiT,! 
Mehap thou fear*ft, when I am gone» 
To mifs thy driver. Ten to one 
But feme rude ruftic, void of grace* . .i 
May hold the plow in Dicky's place f 
May hold the plow, but lean thereon. 
And wafte thy fbength to fave hit owsk: .- 
Mehap it good to him may feem «^. 

To make thee lag-horfe of the teem, ' •„..;' 
While Ball or Whitcfoot lead the way* .■ 
With tinkling bells, and trappings gay* 
Yet Ball is but a drone at bed. 
And Whitcfoot *s an ill-natur'd bead* 
Mehap, becaufe he finds thee free. 
He *ll lay the (Ircfs of all on thee. 
Till, harrafsM out beyond thy fhength* 
Jaded, he drives thee home, at length : 
And gives thee {brum, inilead of hay. 
Or, carelefs, fleals abroad to play. 
And leaves thee flarving all the while $ 
A bad reward for daily toil. 
Ah, Dobbin ! what a change were tliis ! 
Poor Dobbin then will Dicky mifs. 
But Dicky, to the cold grave gone. 
No more mud feed or rub thee down* 
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No more his well-known voice muft chcir ! 

Dobbm another's weight mud bear^ 

Sparing of words, but free of blows. 

Then thou, inftead of hey-gee-whoes, 

Shalt hear the whip, or feel its lafli. 

While cruel ftripes poor Dobbin (lalh. 

Befiirew the churl, whoe'er he be. 

That thus, my nag, mifufeth thee f 

Dead though I am, my vengeful fpright ■ 

Shall hover o'er him every nighty 

Me; worfe than Fairies, let him dread ; 

Nor hope for x^uiet in his -bed ; 

While all in white my ghofl Ihall rife. 

With vifage wan and faucer eyes. 

What (hrieks and bowlings fball he hear! 

Or, with long claws, his ficfli 1 11 tear: 

Ac lead, each (bripe he lends to thee, 

Shall back be paid with ufury. 

Through care of what may be my lot, 

I my own woes had nigh forgot. 

Chear up, my nag ! and thou, fond heart. 

At length forego thy fruitlefs fmart. > 

Ah I ceafe to pain a lavefome oaf. 

Gee, Dobbin, gee ! lot's, work it off. 

With lazy lads Love likes to Aay : 

Gee, Dobbin, gee I fond Love, away !'* 

What fuddeii (hades: itiwrap my head ! 
O ! whither, whither «rt tbou fled, 
Illufive Mufe t without thee, here, 
Mor groves,'.nor dale, nor fwain, appear. 

H 2 DICKY, 
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DICKY, ECLOGUE Ii; 

SOFT deceiver I'ceafc to fmile! . . 

Still would'ft tjiou evc;ry fcnfe beguile ? 
At thy return, dear Mufe, again v. 

I view the graves, and heiir the fwam. 

I).1C«Y. 

" Ah, Dkky, I»cky ! luckleft l$dl. 
How blithe the mortt, yet thou how fadl 
The birds wkh one another vie, . 
And all things joyous feenn but I. 
Gee, Dobbin, gee1 'tis all io vain ? 
Kor work, nor reft, can eiafc aiy pain* 
Our labour, with the day, returns ; 
Yet ftill thy hopclefs driver moana* - 
Redlefs, 'I trow, I pafs'd the night, 
Kefllefs again behold the light. 
Nor know i how to core my care t 
Ah, cruel Love1 at length forbeat. 
Whatever man could do, I 've done } 
She is not to be wrought upon. 
How hard is iron f how foft is clay t 
Yet Time the plowlhare wears away, 
Whitefoot, the wildeA colt alive, 
Now, broken, in the team I drive 
An acorn, when a child, I took 
And buried, now 'tis grown an oik* 
But Kitty, for my ruin born, 
No time cftn we«r «w«y her iconic 
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Naart a madding mind can tame» 

Or raife in htr cold bread a flame. 

The thirfly earth drinks up the rain» 

But pays it hack in fruits again ; 

She, all aa alabaAer tomhs. 

Stilly as I wcep^ more fair becomes^ 

But hears no Ioyc^ as they no groen ; 

All gay without, all dead within. 

€>l that my tears, which never reft. 

Might mollify her marbU bread ! 

O f that her Aony heart* would bear 

Some love at lad to eure. her care ! 

Ih vain I wiik ! in vain I (lriv<e I 

In vain, whace'er (kc aiks, I givei 

Nor giftSf nor prayers, nor tears, perfuadi* 

A thanklefs, ruthleffe, lovclefs maid ! 

Once^ plowing on new-broken ground* 

A little ibining done I found ; 

Which, having waih*d within the brook^. 

Did well xepay the pains I took. 

With fuch a ruddy light it glovv'd,. 

It fcem'd a drop of frozen blood. 

A dripling, fairly carv'd thereon^ 

Befpoke it not a common done : 

A dart he held, prepar'd to drikc. 

Like Death i in all things elfe unlike; 

And An his (boulders wings appeared. 

Like Time without his fey the or beard* 

Mehap, thought I, fome fccret fpcll 

This uncouth figure may conceal. 

H 3 . Mehap^ 
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Mehap, though ufelefs to behold. 
It may be worth its weight in gold. 
Forthwidi I to the Vicar's went, 
To learn its price, and what it meant; 
Who told me, Love was grav'd thereon. 
And, for my bargain, bad a crowri. - - 
•* Ah ! no J if Love it be, quoth I, 
Fair Kitty's right no gold (hall buy : 
And now, methinks, I ken it plain ; 
Love gives at once both joy and pain. 
Thefe leering looks } that piercing dart ; 
Thofe wings fpread ready to depart ; 
This childilh form, and naked hue ; 
The lore of lovers fpeak too true." 
While fo I fpokc, the Scholar gaz*d, 
As feeming at my wit amaz*d. 
The fimple Sage, though read in books^ 
And wife in giarb as well as looks, 
Wijft not how clearly lovers fee. 
Mean and unlettered though we be, 
Rufticks are men, as well as he. 
Proud of my prize, away I went. 
And to my love, did Love prtfent. 
But mark how ill my pains fhe paid : 
As foon as to the thanklefs maid 
The yaUie of the gift was known. 
She hies and takes the parfon's crown f 
God I how it gaird my heart, to find 
Such beauty with fuch bafenefs joia'd. 



} 
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No wonder ihe who fo could do. 
More kindnefs fhould to others Ihew. 
Nor is the damfcl over-nice. 
Though proud, ^d pride *s a deadly vice. 
Rude, ruftic^ red-hair'd Ralph! the jeft 
Of all the town, can move her breaft. 
Who would have thought that jolter-head 
Should e'er pretend to Kitty's bed ? 
Fortune ftill favours fools, we find ! 
Yet well I bear the day in mind 
When out at heels the lubber came. 
Ere wedded to his doatin^ dame ; 
Who, dying, left him heir of all. 
So goes the world ! fome rife, feme fall ! 
Now Ralph, forfooth ! is Gaffer grown ! 
Hath kine and cattle of his own ! 
Doth> every Sunday, fpruce appear. 
And rents full fifty pounds a year ! 
Yet, ihottld I fpeak it, 'twere no lie. 
He loves but for conveniency. 
The farmer wants an houfchold drudge. 
Who daily muft to market trudge ; 
But, ere (he go, mud milk her kine, 
The poultry feed, and ferve the fwine. 
Nor fo (hall end her conflant toil. 
The fire mufl blaze, the pot mu(l boil. 
Or ovens fmoaking plenty yield 
iVgainfl the folk return from field. 
Thus, up the firfl, in bed the laft, 
IMy dame her painful life mud wade. 

H 4 Too 
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Too true a help-mau ihiU ihe ivovtf 

And fhare much care with little love. 

Ah, |5.itty, filly girl I beware I 

Kor buy a little flate too dear« 

What boots the hufbandman's turmpil f 

He does but for his landlord toil. 

The ground may fail in its increafe i 

And quarter-da)t; come on apace. 

Far happier lives we plowmen lead i 

Ko mildews we, or murrain dread : 

And though but little we poflefs, 

It ferves their turn whofe wants are le(s» 

Ah, Kitty t *iis not fo with me : 

Tm wanting all, in wanting thee 1 

But, lo ! where the too lovely lafs 

Doth crofs the furrows nimbly pafs. 

Unmindful of poor Dicky here ! 

Gee, Dobbin, gee I let's draw more near. 

Ah me 1 ah me ! what do I fpy ? 

Whoe, Dobbin, whoe ! we *re all too nigk. 

Yon leaflefs brake her fondling ihews : 

Their meeting-place, as I fuppofe* 

They join ! he grafps her lily hands ! 

Yet, genile, as a lamb, fhe (lands ! 

Good God I can I look on and live > 

Such fights an heart of oak might rive. 

Lord ! Lord ! behold I ihe pats his face I 

And now they clip in clofe embrace ! 

Clip on ; no tales ihall Dicky tell ! 

To love and life farewell ! — ^farewell V 



And 



THE PLOW-BDT* i#f 

And wluty Thalia, doft thou meati) 
To raife up fuch a joylefs fceae } 
Would*ft thou iny forward flames teprovel 
In vaioy like Dicky> muft I love ? 
But, to whom talk I ? thou art fled. 
My Mule I and left mc— where i^-hx bed f 

LUCY, ORTHE MAIDSw 

PASTORAL IX. 

IN THREEECLOGUES. 1710. 

F Lower of the Fair I bright Cytherea*i pride I 
Vi6lors of chofe who vanquifb all bcf^e t 
Deign, lovely Albion virgins, with a fmile. 
To pay the tender ihepiierd*s tuneful toil. 
Ye are his Mufes J ye his bread infpire 1 
Your eyes bell: kindle the poetic 6re« 
Though, artlefs, an unpolifli'J (Vrain he play^ 
O ! liilen to his lifping lovcfonie lay. 
So long o'er hearts may your foft empire lad ; 
No dire difeafe your blooming beauties blaft ; 
No care but love your generous breads invade^ 
And be that love with mutual love repaid ! 
Now Iraih, ye whidling winds ; be calm, O air f 
While Britiih warblbgs iboth the Britifli Fair. 

LUCY AND NANCY. ECLOGUE X, 

t 

L u c y. 
Hey*ho, my heart 1 my hopelcfs heavy heart! 

NANCY. 

What ails thee, girU nay, dartlc not; in pare 

2 I ^t& 
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I gueft thy grief* 

LUCY. 

. « < Good Naney, haft thou fecn 
My mottled lambkin draggling on the green ? 

NANCY. 

Safe are thy younglings ; or, if aught you lack. 
Doubt not but Abin foon will bring them back* 

LUCY. 

Hey-ho I poor lamb 1 

NANCY. 

Hey-ho ! poor lafs ! fay L 
But> ceafe to forrow; truft me, comfort 's nigh. 

LUCY. 

Saw*ft thou my Abin ? — ^Motty — I would fay. 

NANCY. 

Fondling i unwitting, you yourfelf bewray. 

LUCY. 

What means the wench > 

NANCY. 

What means thy glowing cheek ? 

LUCY. 

Pilh I fomething you'd of— of my lambkin fpeak. , 

NANCY. 

Of— of thy lover I coi^ld fomething fay. 
B«t fee ! he comes. 

LUCY. 

O where ? Lord ! I'll away— 

And 
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And yet— : 

H A N e Y. 

And yet, thou haft not power to go. 
Be calm ; he turns afide. 

LUCY. 

Where gads he trow ! 

NANCY. 

What ii't to thee } how do thy gUnces rove ! 
Gop follow, go ! Lord, what a thing is love ? 

LUCY. 

I loTe him III 

NANCY. 

Not lefs than he doe»— 

LUCY. 

Who? 

NANCY. 

Blefs me ! how \^ld you look 1 have patience— -you* 

LUCY. 

Me» fimple maid ! when us the churl efpied, 
Beheld'ft thou not how foon he turn'd aiide ? 

NANCY. 

No; 'twas another $ nay, you eye in vain; 
Juft now, with folded arms, I met the fwain. 
With thoughts, I trow, all full of Love and thee. 
He fadly ftray*d. 

LUCY. 

Stray where he lift for me ! 

NANCY. 

Come come, my lafs ; thy bofom 's not of ftone ; 
Nor canft thou pleafaunce take at other's moan i 

Ag 
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At Icaft nor Abin*s ; well I wot thy mind j 
So fond, fo faithful he, and t1u>u fo kind. 
In love, as well as years, Tve got the ftart " 
Of thee; and, by my own, arcaiitliy heart*. 
Whatever ftran^enefs, outwardly, wc fhew» 
Robin and I have bargaUi'd loag ago. 
Mother is co our wilh already woo ; 
Bad yields apace s he gain*d, the matter^ dont^ 

L u e Y. 
Ah, happy Nancy ! 

NANCY. 

Happy Lucy tool 
Jf aught of happinefs or love I know; 
What maiden vaunts fo young, yet true, tmate I' 
What lad, like Abin, doacs at fuch a rate ! 
How have the woods with Lucy's praifes rung ! 
Was ever name fo long, (b fweetiy, fung^^? 

LUCY. 

Woe*s me I too fwect ! thofe lays my heart bcfefh 

NANCY. 

A lovely felon, and a lovely theft. 
Kow fay what drives the fbepherd todefpairt 
And whence thy fhynefs and unufual care ? 
Some word mifplac'd, 1 trow j fome tender fray 
^hat rivets hearts ; the quarrel of a day^ 
Or ratl^r of an hour. 

LUCY. 

Full twelve are pad ! 
Pad ruefully, Cncc I beheld him lad. 
And yet he ever wont to haunt this mead^ 
Thofc fcldom-whiles that wc afundcr feed. 

M A V 
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NANCY. 

Ha, ha 1 'tnd therefore 'twas yoa took this way ? 
"Guefs'd I not right ? now Lucy,,, who 's the ftray * 

L u c y^ 
Myfelf,aia«1 

NANCY. 

A laipb, BO lad you fcek.. 

LUC v." . ' .^ 

Ahy fpare-me wo^s I 

' N A N ^ Y. 

Enough jtby.hli^ihcs fpcak, 

' •■ ■ ' xi uc yj 

Dear g^rl'l I owti, you caught me unawares i 
Too much yott know* 

N A x c y* 

Unboibm air your cares. 
^Our fiocksy wfiich^in ihc fallow clofures feed, 
'Have ftore of brouze, and little tendance need* 
l^or does (Ipcp Beacon-hill yet hide the funi . 
The talc will long ^fore the day be done. 
At leifure count thy woes ; 'twill cafe diy breaft. 
Though much I know, I 'd gladly learn the reft. 

L V c y. 
See Sucky there ) aot for the world would I^ 
That gofiip fliould overhear my mifery* 
Though (lighted, ftill flie Abin haunts from far} 
Poor Lucy's forrows would be nuts to her. 
Beneath yon hedge, by the green meadow's fide, 
Let*t reft : by pcy|iii£ damfels kis efpied. 

ICLOGUi 
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E C L O G U E IL • 

K A N c y. 

How gay the blooming 1>u(hes I we may hope 
Of berries yhips» and haws^ a plenteous crop. 
The birds will have a banquet. I forefee^ 
The coming wintier will a fharp one be. 
Now fit and fpeak thy forrows, free from fear t 
) '11 pay the tale with fpmething woxth thy ear* 

LUCY. 

This mom, this lucklefs mom ! by break of day, 
I hied a field, fond fool .' to gather May, • . r . ., 
Who knows what fummer fcorching funs may: do ? 
From the moifl boughs I ihook the dropping dew. 
And bottled fafe $ devoid of every care. 

NANCY. 

Save that of love, and to be counted fair I 

LUCY. 

Still, by thy own, dofl: thou my heart aread ? 
Who faw I firfl, all daggled, bruih the mead 
Ere fcarce this flowery month began? , ' * 

NANCY. 

'Twasmej 
And you are ihrewdly apt to learn, I (ee. 
Both blamelefs ate. Who, but a wiilcfs lafs. 
Before ihe*s wed, unheeds her garb or face } 
With all our care, frail beauty will away : 
'Twere folly not to keep it while we may; 
If milky fronts and cherry cheeks we bwa ' 
I^ot for ouiiclvcs, I deem, they 're given alone. 

What 
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What boot the faired flower»y ungazM upon ? 

We're taught, nought 's yainly made. Now, girif go on* 

LUCY. 

Unwitting woe to come, I cheary hied, 
Andy in the damp, unchiird, my labour plied. 
Abin, I knew, would, at due feafon, loofe 
My pent-up flock, and fre(heft pafture chufe* 
My vial fill'd, now, the (hort ti^ wis done. 
When, threatening roifchicf, cloudy- rofe the fun. 
High in the hedge, behold ! a gaudy ^>ray 
Smil'd in full bloom ; above its fellows gay. 
With thee, thought I, I '11 deck my leafy bower 
'Gainft Abin comes ; I knew the promis'd hour. 

If A N c r. 
That ibady arbour, or juft fuch a one, 
(Forgive my craving!) oft Tve wifh'd my own, 
A pleafing fencd from fun«and fudden rain. 
Where fcarce a tree o'erihades the naked plain, 
Amidfl the common, in a bufhy brake, 
That curious Abin rais'd, for Lucy's fake. 
How hath he trim'd and twin'd the ilubbom bought ? 
The work the lad, the lad the lover (hew. 

LUCY. 

To reach the twig, I all a tiptoe tried ; 
Nigh grew a lucklefs bramble, uncfpied : 
See, Nancy, how my mangled palm was torn ? 
I caught at flowers, ala^ ! but grafp'd a tliom I 
Ah me I forerunner of more cruel fmarp I 
That hurt my hand, this forely thrills my heart. 
Ah me, my Nancy ! fo, in love, we find. 
Gay bloomy joys with prickly forrows Join'd. 

How- 
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-Howe*er,'I cropt tVkc branch ; uor fek much pdn t 

»Well pleas'd Co chinky when Abin faw tho ffaun- 

My blood had made, hit lipsi flill balmy founds 

With words andlfti&s fweet wotild hetl the wbni* ' 

Midaken maid I ne'er did my grated car». 

Prom lips fo fweet, -^ch rttdc revilings hear* 

Now to my bowfr •! tript ; hue, by the way^ 

Cuird out the freilieft flowers, the prida erf May» 

Arrived, full fair in Ccont I fix'd the Migk 

With crimfon Uffg'd i you gue£i the cfufciy I troW4 

Then, on the turf-raii'd bank, adowa liiti 

And oton ey'd thedidant fi?e-)>afr'd ya^ 

By Abin leap'd> whe^ lightfome, all in balkr 

Still joyous, thitherwacdS) the (hepherd pad. 

"Nor idly lais*d I, though my hand was foce^ 

But rang'd in order every chofen flower. 

Then in a ruihy wreath, full anful, fix'd 

With fcented thyme and glofly bay leaves mufdy 

On went the plcafing work> defign'd to pay 

My lad's lad dicty ; a fweet lovefbme lay. 

The tender drain I to myl'elf humm'd o*er; 

And call'd the lidening birds around ray bower* 

Around my bower the birds all lidening came ; 

By Abin*s often Tinging there made tame t 

Made tame by Abin*s fong, and fo was I^ 

Erguvhile fo coldly coy, fo Amply (hy. 

Ah, why not (hunn'd I dill his tempting tale 1 

But now he flies, and *tis my turn to wail ! 

For, lo I ere yet the promis'd time grew nighy 

A gathering dorm benights the lowering iky ; 

Dovm, 
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Down, rattling, rulh'til the heavy hail-fraught ihoweri 

Lord I how I wiih'd for Abin in the bower ! 

Now, like a ludy buck, he bounds along ; 

My heart too, at his light, as lightfome fprung; 

Wet as he was, I ran to meet the Twain, 

And, with my mantle, flielter'd from the rain { 

For iXHie had hardy he. Within his arms 

He caught me foft, and, <* Why thy tender charms 

My Lore I faid he, dod drench in driving rain V* 

Then, killing, to tlie arbor hies amain, 

Where down he drops me, with a fudden (hock. 

And, fighing, colour'd like a turkey-cock — 

For, lo I rude Roger, with my garland crown'd. 

God ! at the iight, I thought I (hould have fwoon'd* 

** Wanton I cries Abin, was it all for this. 

You crafty met me with a Judas kifs ? 

O wondrous care ! my head from fbrms to (kreen. 

That thy lout lover might efcape unfeen. 

Light wench ! I came an hour too foon, I trow I 

Thus mated, what hath Abin here to do ?" 

Then, with a look that almofl fbruck me dead, 

Unanfwer'd, through the temped muttering fled. 

Now, Nancy, guefs at lucklefs Lucy's care ! 

God-wot, I win not any one was there I 

How foon is lover's joyance marr'd with woe ! 

Ungentle boy ! to fnub and flout me fo ! 

NANCY. 

Troth, Lucy, Love is nice ; in fuch a cafe, 
I'd done the fame, were I in Abin's place.— 
Ah I where the bull broke through the wcftcm mound, 
Lo ! where he bellowing comes, and tears the ground I 
VOL. V. I »Tis 
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Tis well the ftile 's fo near ; beMnd the yat 
More fafcly -we may fit, and end our chatl 

ECLOGUE UL' 

LUCY. 

I *M glad we 're here ! and yet, rude Roger's iighti^ 
This morning, put me in a greater fright. 
Nor bull, nor bear, broke loofe^ though met alone^ 
Could terrify me more than Abin's frjown. 
What might I do ? the lad outftript the wind i 
Nor would I, with the lubber, 'bide behind. 
Homeward, amid the Aorm, in wretched guife 
I laggM ; with heavy heart, and ftreaming eyes. 
And from my laden lap the bottle threw j 
My lover loft, fmall need had I of de>^, 

N A N C Y, 

Rafh girl ! to render thus thy labour vain ! 
Ere May be out, you *11 go to work again. ' 
Now heedful hark to what will give thee joy. 

LUCY. 

You ch'ear my heart ! 

NANCY. 

1 read it in thine eye. 
Bleak blew the morning blaft, when ftormy fhowers 
Lodg'd the green corn, and crufli'd the tender flowers^ 
O'erblown the tempeft, ceas'd the rufhing rain. 
How peark that waves ! how brag thefe fpread again ! 
Tliofe coal-black clouds, late lowering in the fky. 
Now with gold edgings trim their crimfon d^'e. 

How 
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How fair an eveningi yet how foul a day ! 
So gladfome glee fhall chace thy cares away» 
Or ill I deem i for Abin, who, erewhile, 
In mopifli mood, againft the woodward Aile, 
All heedlefs hurt his knee — 

LUCY. 

Ah me ! I fear 
He 'as ne*er a plaider ; would we had him here I 
Yon healing leaf his raging fmart (hould tame : 
His ^eating hofe may make the lad fall lame. 
But what care I ? 

NANCY. 

True ; Abin 's not thy care. 

LUCY. 

Say on i where went he ? what did he do there ? 

NANCY. 

0*erhearing gamefome Roger in a brake, 

(As lou4'helaugh'd, I ween, for laughing's fake) 

To him he ikips ; and, red With wrath, cfpies 

The giggling oaf deck'd V7ith thy floWery prize. 

" Churl ! who (faid he) did* that gay crown hequcath ?^' 

Then from his frcckly forehead tore the wreath, 

And, frowning, clcncli'd his fift. At which the lout 

All trembling told the truth (for truth will out)— 

How that, to ftiun the fliovver, he hafty hied, 

And lurking in the bufhes unefpicd. 

Till you uprifing dropp'd the work adown ; 

Then to the bower flunk he, and don*d the crowuy 

On waggery bent. 

I 2 On 
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LUCY. 

On mifckicf bent, fay 1 ! 
His joys ftill rife from others mifery, 
Beihrew his tricks ! 

NANCY. 

They *re all paid home at laft. 
Harm watch, harm catch. Now Abin, all aghai^. 
With hanging head, long, fadly filent, flood ; 
Then, llarting, at him flew, in furious mood. 
*< Pics on thy pranks !** faid he, and drubb'd him fore. 
Then, " Lucy ! Lucy !** cried j and, tow'rds thy bower. 
Fleet as an hunted hare, away he fprung. 
I guefs, his peace will coft him a new fong. 
Say, Lucy, were not this a fweet amends ? 
Some gentle diidings firfl, then bufs, and friends. 

LUCY. 

Dear flatterer ! fure thou 'rt brib*d to take his part. 
How have thy words buoy'd up my finking heart I 

NANCY. 

This night, I ween, thy flumbers will be found. 
See how the tuneful robins flock around. 
Glad tidings they of love and pleafaunce bring. 
When, peaceful, thus, in pairs, they foftly iing. 
Sweet redbreafts ! friendly birds ! to Nancy dear. 
Both for your fong and him whofe name you bear. 
How would my Robin liden to your lays ! 

LUCY. 

How will they hearken when my Abin plays ! 

NANCY. 

Though lefs of mufic*s (kill my Robin prides. 
Me, me alone, he loves, and never chides ! 

I. VCT# 
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L u c y. 
Though many laflTes A bin feck to move. 
Me, me alone^ the lad vouchfafes to love ! 

NANCY. 

Vouchfafes to love ! yes, as this morning (hews ! 

LUCY. 

From ill-form'd fears fuch Ihort-liv'd coldncfs flows. 

NANCY. 

Had Robin dar'd to leave me fo behind !— 

LUCY. 

And then, repenting, (houUl become more kind ! — 

NANCY. 

Yet then— 

LUCY. 

What then ? Nav ! do not look fo red. 
Blcfs me ! behold ! the friendly birds arc fled ! 
Their fudden flight forebodes another fray : 
I hold too much one quarrel in a. day. 

NANCY. 

Who for a fong flight Robin, are not wife. 

LUCY. 

Wh6 prize him more than Abin, have no eyes. 

NANCY. 

Robin delighteth not to give mu fmart. 

LUCY. 

Abin more gladly heals than wounds my heart. 

Jla! Shock creeps through the hedge! kind faithful curl 

Ha(l fmeit me out ? thy mader is not far. 

I 3 Com'ft 
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C O U R T I N. 

Farewell, yc lofty mounds, a while farewell F 

Welcome the fpreadbg lawn, and chequered -Me. 

How have I lagg'd ! the Sun 's already low 

On his weft road. O Sun ! why fpeed'ft thou fo ? 

Art thou in hafte to meet a Fanny too ? 

A fpringing gale fwells through the ruftling leaves } . 

Juft fo with riling hopes my hofom heaves, \ , ,' 

As gladfome I to yon fair farm draw near : ' 

Love, O Fanny ! grant me welcome there. 
Ere the grey dawn, with ftreaks of infant ligliCy 
Firft faintly glimmers through retiring night ; 
Ere twinkling ftars, 16ft in the morning ray. 
Call-in their beams, and hide themfelves in day; 
My pipe (hall warble through the filent grove> 
My pipe ihall found of Fanny and of Love. 

YEOMAN. 

Swain, where fo faft ? reft here and breathe, take heed : 

Who hurries, often makes more hafte than fpeed. 

As with long ftrldes thou hitherwards didft move, 

]( heard thee fpeak of Fanny and of Love. 

Say, by what chance her name firft reach'd thine ear ? 

How learned'ft thou fo readily to fteer 

Towards her dwelling ? 

C U R T I N. 

Liften, and I '11 tell. 
But why doft waxen pale ? art thou not well ? 

YEOMAN. 

1 fhould be better wert thou far away. 
But fay, how was it ? 

I € o V m- 
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C O U R T I N. 

Once upon a day. 
When all our mountains held a folemn feai!> 
And every nymph in gay attire was dreft 
To Carla*s honour ; Carla ! who by blood 
And worth excels the fair, the great, the good ! 
Fanny 9 by fage Eliza led, then came 
To view OUT fports, and blefs the princely dame. 
Modeft her garb, more modeft was her mien : 
But looks fo lovely fure were never feen. 
*Twas my good hap to fpy her firft. I gaz'd. 
And gazing lik'd ; and liking meetly prais'd. 
I bluih'dy I (igh'd, and faid I knew not what. 
For all the while my heart went pit-a-pat. 
To a convenient feat, from out the crowd, 
I led them up, and all our padimcs fhew'd. 
Then ran and cuU'd the choiceft of my hoards 
Fraught with fuch dainties as the hills afford i 
Too mean a treat for fuch a lovely gued, 
Had not an hearty welcome crownM the feafl. 
The maiden, fwectly fmiling, overpaid 
My tender care. But now the iky look'd red t 
The fun, defcending, warned them to be gone s 
By eafy winding paths I brought them down i 
And, about twilight, faw them fafe at home. 

Y E O M A M. 

That office, boy, would letter me become. 

C O V R T I N. 

Why fo ? — 

YEOMAN. 

I love her — • 

6 V R«i 



fpf MISCELLANY F.0£^& 

c o u R r I N^ 

T,hat breeds no furprize; 
So all mufl do^ M^ho kaow her, and Wa oyest! 
Love if thou wilt» fo fhe thy love r^fr^in* 

' YEOMAN. 

But I have hopes J ihall not fuc in va'rn. ... 
Nor arty nor pains, I fp^rp : betimes tUis D^m 
With flowers and Icayes I did her i>orcjbL a^rn. 

c o u R. T I N. 
The flowers will fick^n foon, the leave^s^.c^ay : . 
So may thy ill-form*d wilhes fade aw^^y I . 
As fair as lading is what X defign. . . ■ ^ 

The (tones this fcrip contains ; fome from the Buoe, 
Some from the brook, were cuU'd : no a^ may vie 
With thcfe, for fpots^ and ftrcaks, and purious dye. 
In knots on Fanny's threiliold thefe fliall ilfine, 
And form, in cyphers fiir, her name and mjijic, 

YEOMAN. 

Her name ! rude lad ! they '11 well become th}' own : 
Such common pebbles fliould be trodden on. 

C O U R T 1 N. 

Nor common are they, nor to be defpis'd. 
They w^nt but working to be highly pri^'d. 
This glittering piece, more clear than faired glafs. 
Within a mafiy flint imprifon'd was. 
Knew I the art to polifli and to fquare, 
A gem fo bright might grace a lady's ear. 

YEOMAN. 

To fuch bequeath it. They in fliew delight. 
But I have what will footh the appctice. 

See 



Sec what my orchards yield I fuchtpm|)tipg fruit - 
Better than g^audy ftones will Fanny fuit. ^ _ ^ 
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Thy plumbs .VP (fair indeed, but void qF taftc i . .» 
And thofe large thiclc-^ell cobs tbe tpeth ^yill guaft^^ 
This pear is hard i that apricot 's fill ftone ; 
And thofe green grapes require a wariperXua. 

Lo ! here are clufters^ fuch our hills aiford; 

■ •. ..I.I- > 

Thefe chefnuts too are worthy Fanny'^ hoaf d^ .« 

A crimfon dye this philbert's cornel duns 4 
Crack one, 'twill cod thee very little pain^. 
This peach eats better than it looks; but.tafle. 
And fpare me >yords : 'twill fpeak its own prjiiie hifb 

YEOMAN. 

The fight fufEccth. For thyfelf preferve 

Such ihrivel*d tralh ; nor, to feafl others, flarve. 

Thou want'il a dinner rather than a bride I 

• • • ' ■ 

O { how our laiTes will thofe ihapes deride I 
Should fuch a fkinny thing as thee pretend — « 
Fanny has eyes -^ I '11 not myfelf commend ! 

C O U R T I N. 

And hath thy mafs of fleih fuch tempting charms ? 
Suits it a nice and tender virgin's arms ? 
Should Fanny thee for bulk and paunch prefer. 
The lordly (lag fhall truckle to the fleer. 
Not loaded with myfelf, the hills I climb 
With eafe^ while you to mount a bank take time* 

Y £ O M A N. 

How glary, fee, yon empty clouds appear ! 
How fleet they pofl along th' unburthen'd air I 

* While 
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While yon more dufky, big with fruitful ihowers. 
Heaves flowly on^ and in the welkin lowrs. 

C O V R T I N. 

That branching fycamore its barren ftade 

1/fay boaft} for fliew and (heher only made. 

This goodly codlin fpreads not fo her boughs. 

Yet, in return, more fruit than leaves fiie fliews. 

But while in idle chat the time we wafte. 

See ! day ebbs out, and Love demands more hafte. 

Enjoy thy bulk, if. bulk fo plealing be ; 

While thus I lightfome fpring from (Irife and thee. 

Farewell ! to Fanny lies my gladfome way | 

If there you tend, lag after as you may. 

ECLOGUE IL 

YEOMAN AND COURTIK. 

C O U R T 1 N. 
WOULD I could fay well met ! for fure the blood. 
Which bloats thy wrathful vifage, bodes no good. 
Why o'er the palTage- plank doll threatening Qride ? 
And why that hanger dangling by thy tide ? 

YEOMAN. 

Nor Why, nor Wherefore me ! but turn again 1 
So mav'il; thou flill in a whole fkin remain. 
Thy flcctnefs here will yield thee little aid. 
Who pafs this brook without my leave, rauft wade. 

C O U R T I N. 

I need not wade ; the water I can fkip : 
Propt on my ftaff", I 'm over at a leap. 

T EO. 
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T E O M A N. 

Eeihrew thy nimble heels ! made light by fear. 
You had not 'fcap'd fo found remaining here. 

c o u R T I N. 
Since fo you menace, lo me back again I 
Who z6k no ill, all fear of ill difdain. 
But pry'thee fay, from whence this churliih fpite ? 
Thee have I wrong*d ? fpeak, and I *11 freely right. 
The fun yet high, a fitting time doth yield 
To hear thy plaint : fair Fanny *s ftill afield. 
I^ the dear maid melts at my tender moan, 
What is 'c to thee ? is not her heart her own ? 

YEOMAN. 

that it were ! or might I call it mine ! 
A prize too precious to be ever thine. 

Though no fuch dangling curls my ihoulders grace, 

1 boaft a manly, though a rugged face. 
Thy giAlfli looks befpeak a finnic elf : 
What maid would chufe a mate fo like herfclf ? 
The fturdy oak the (lender ivy weds. 

C O V R. T I N. 

But j>inks and paniies bloom on the fame beds. 
Likenefs is feldom found a foe in love. 
Slight as you will, fo Fanny but approve. 

YEOMAN. 

Thou man of words ! ihould thy addrefs avail. 
Triumph ye hilly defarts o'er the dale 1 

c o u R T I N. 
Thofe wfing cliffs which crown our lofty ftrand, 
Tiiough bare they feem, enrich thi$ lower land. 

Fruitful 
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Fruitful in flreams their bounteous waters flow.; 
And what increafe they want, themfelves beflow. 

ir E o Id A U , 
From thence they flow, indeed, and gladly come ; 
To vifit gardens, they forfake a tomb. 
Thus diftant hear the ihallow torrents roar. 
Headlong they hurry from the dreary fhorc. 
To u^ arrived, with deep and gentle tide, 
Enrich'd with lilvery fifli, they filent glide ; 
Loth to depirt, o*er the fair vales' they ftray. 
And with a thoufand turns their coiirfe delay. 
If, urg*d by fome defcent, they fafter flow, 
O ! how they murmui^ to be hafted fo ! 

C O U R T I N. 

At its firft fource wb draw the cryftal wave j 

And^n the pure iinfuUy'd currents lave. 

Grown flale with us, we fend them down to ybii, 

Where lazily in muddy flreams they flow. 

"Kor are our hills fo dthrt as they feem j 

By fome fteep cragg^ of all the reft you deem. 

Our riches, though from you they hidden lie, 

With the produce of thefe fat fields may vie. 

But what have you to boaft to us unknown ? 

When from our high-irais'd dwellings we look down. 

An unchecked glance runs o'er this nether coaft 

Till in the falling iky the fight is loft ; 

Whilft all around a fair variety 

Towns, rivers, woods, arid meadows, cliear the c^'e. 

The different labours »f the year are yours : 

You till ilie land, but its poiTeilion 's ours. 

y E 
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Y E O M A K. ' . 

Tis yourSy indeed, in wifli, I hold that true , 

Tor your dcfires are boundlcfs, like your view ; 

From thofe bleak heights our tempting vales are feeo^ . 

You look, and envjr ; thence ye wex fo lean : 

Nor only envy ; fomctimcs down ye come. 

And, laden with our pilfer'd fpoils, (link home. 

Our iheaves and younglings yield an eafy prey t 

You cannot bear our laWns and Wodds aWay* 

To no fuch endlefs ptofpeds we pretend : 

Scarce to. my ndghbour's groundi my viiws extsndf 

Yet that (bort ken yields jo3rs to you unknown i ' 

Fair is the view vlrhere all we fee 's our own 1 

Mine are thofe furrow'd fields ; th^fe funlefs groves^ 

My iheep on yonders common feed in droves. 

My oxen in that weAern mead grow fat j 

And there look well I it will bear looking ztt 

Within thofe tufted trees my dwelling is } ' 

On that fide orchards, a large lake on this* 

Thofe bams, cocks, ricks, and mows, are all my owtif- 

Which to the fight feem hence a little towh. 

c o u R T.I ir.' 
A goodly view they yield^ and glad the eye j 
But miry is the way, the mar^ too nigb-s ' 

Thick is the air you breathe, -and grofis your food ] 
Our kine are lefs, but they have better blood* 
Sweeter our milk, and noblnr is our geer^ 
Our dreams are purer, and our fkies more clear. 
But, mercy ! lo I how yonder flames afj^fe I 
What lacklefs chance hath, fee thofe ti^ks on fire ^ * ; 

Y I O- 
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Y E O M 4 N. 

Ill fare thy way ! my buming barns, alas f 
Call home their owner I fo you now may pafs* 

C O U K T I N. 

[ Not fo s fond Love yields to my neighbour's need* 
My lighter feet may {land thee now in (lead. 
Ere you arrive, the preying flames brought low 
Shall witnefs how much to my fpeed you owe. 

ECLOGUE lU. 

YEOMAN. 

SCORN'D by my Love ! oblig'd by him I hate I 
O, Yeoman, thine is an untoward fate 1 
In vsun fair fields and fruitful flocks I boalVy 
This Mountaineer hath all my wiihes crofl ! 
Ah ! woe the day fond Fanny climb'd the hills I 
Then Courtin lov'd, and hence poor Yeoman's ills ! 
Too curious girl ! what tempted thee to roam ? 
Had thou not all things thou canil wiih at home ? 
But maids will gad ; a ferious truth I tell ; 
Strange places, and ilrange faces, pleafe too welK ' 
Lo ! where this new, this lucky Lover comes ! 
Why (hake thy cowaid limbs ? what is 't benumbs 
My frozen heart ? far otherwife I fee, 
Courtin, too happy youth ! it fares with thee 1 
Joyous you bound along with vifage gay. 
Well leap'd, in faith ! lo I how the winding way 
He (huns, and over hedge and ditch cuts ihort ! 
A trefpafs this, and I '11 indite him for 't. 
** What, robber, hoa ! why break'd through my ground 
If all be common, viua are dykes and mounds.'* 

C O U R T I S 
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C O U R T I N. 
Nothing of thine, proud man, I need or feck. 
If from the path I through the bu(hes break, 
Tis but to ihun fuch fpiteful churls as fcora 
And e?il (1111, for goodtreceiv-d, retum. 

YEOMAN. 

I gaefs thy thoughts, and own tlie titnely aid 

By me unafk'd. Now thou thyfelf haft paid 

Upon my ruin'd fence ; this I forgive ; 

But ware the next, if free from law vou 'd live. 

Vaunt'ft thou thy help? True, you thofe fires fuppM:ft, 

But raife, alasf far fiercer in my breaft! 

Hence that juft wrath which wildly you reprove * 

Sharp are the pangs of ill-requited Love I 

X.ook round : whatever thou fee*ft is mine ; and might 

Be Fanny's, knew (he how to choofe aright* 

'Tis a thin fore on Love, alone, to live : 

Midft naked mountains, maidens needs muft thrive » 

Be free, and fay what lands, what meads, haft thoUy 

To faten cattle, or employ the^low. 

Thy homeftead to the beft advantage paint ; 

l^or fparing be of words : no words you want. 

CO U R Ti N. 

It fuits us ill to brag of what *8 our own ; 
Thofe mounts lefs exfy are defcrib'd than (hewzK 
Deign on the morrow to become my gucft, 
And 1 *11 at once thy fight and palate fcaft. 

Y £ o M A N. 
Lame h m.y nag, and I can foot it ill; 
Tis wretched j^rneying up a ftony bill* 
V8L. V, K Sparc 
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Spare me that pain, and rather feaft my ear. 

C O U R T I N. 

Then blame thyfelf if tedious I appear. - 

Stretch to yond' blewiih fouthern point thy -fight 

(But thofe fwoln eyeballs drink up too much lig^ 

To dart a ken fo far; their dinted power 

Keach a few diny acics, and no more). 

There the hills open, and, by due degrees. 

Sink to a valley bounded by the Teas. 

To the fouth-wefl it tends ; the north and eiil 

High mounds fecure 'from every piercing blaft. 

Whilft Aormy winter cladsthe cliffs in fnow 

Serene and calm, 'tis fummer all below. 

Clear dreams divide the draight but fertile pUun:( 

Vidt etch hut, then haden to the main. 

Fair rows of chefnuts cad a pleadng ihade. 

And the high grafs iHoots up a broader blade. 

There countlefs herds of comely kine we keep t ' 

A (hotter turf our ades and our iheep 

Delight; they browze the higher ground. Abovc^ 

And near the olouds, the goats- at random rove. 

Each flat a different owner hath ; •the deep 

For various ufes we in common keep. 

Nigh are our dwellings, and we well agree«| 

Some neighbours I overlook, and others me. 

North of that vale, towards this inland dde. 

Within the creek where drd tlie hills divide. 

My lodge dands fair {would you could fee the place !} 

Neat, and with all things dofd, in litde fpice. 

Cool in the fummer, yet in fvinter warm, 

'Xis both a houfe of .pleafure and a liim. 

In 
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tn fronts of a(h and elni z' rifing itow, 

Forprefeht ihade and future timber, groWi 

Behind, with eafy (lopes, my gardens rife 

And flourifli fair 'midd ever-fmiling fties. 

Spadous at firft they (Iraighten as they run. 

And in a citcle take-in all the fun. 

No Fock is feen, fare what in (leps is made. 

Which' from one riiing to another lead. 

The winding^ walks are rob'd in turfy pride ; 

And not a palm of foil is loft bedde. 

Here marble feats are archM by wpodbine bowers ; 

There thrive the plants and roots and herbs and flowers. 

The Tine, the fig, the ne^arine, and the peach, 

Againft the walls their loaded branches ftretch 

Fail to the fun ; fecurM from blights around. 

No meaner fruit-trees cumber up the ground. 

The nut, the plumb, the apple, and the pear, 

Without the fence are (catter'd here and there. 

And yet your orchards boaft no fruit fo fair. 

High on the mount breaks out a conftant rill ; 

At its firft rife it turns a little mill ; 

Andy as fh)m fteep to deep it downwards hies. 

Much work performs, and many hands fupplies. 

To me arrir'd, its waves a ciftem feed. 

Which waters all xny gardens as they 've need. 

My houfehold wants it ferves a little lower. 

And fettles in a pool before my door ; 

Thence, down a fteep, itfelf it headlong throws^ 1 

And to my under neighbours kindly flows; r 

Still ufefuli dill increafing as it goes. 

K 2 Y E 0- 



} 



i 



jj^ MLS CELL ANY J" OEMS. 

YEOMAN. 

Small time it needs to traverfe o*er thy grounds I 
Much rock thou own'fV, in very fcanty bounds.^ 
Talk'fl thou of cahns and ever-fro iling ikies ;■ 
On craggs, where fnow fccu re in hanreft Ues^ 
And braves the fun ? Here gentle rain didils ; 
But when a fudden ftorm the 'brook o'erBlls, 
And floods the mead, whence comes it > from the hills 
Along yon ridge I've feen the tempeft fcouly 
And, at this diHance, heard the thunder growl. 
The mountains fmoak, and nimble lightnings play. 
When here 'tis often but a cloudy day. 

C U R T I N. 

The various feafons of the changing year 
To both are common, but mod hurtful here. 
When fouthern winds drive on a fummcr fiiower. 
And gulhing clouds a hafty deluge pour, 
The waters wafli our mountains and away, 
While here they ravage with a longer ftay. 
When tempcfts gather upwards, wc retreat ; 
The thunder harmlefs rolls beneath pur feet. 
While o'er your heads the glaring lightnings threat 
Thofe ihining points which fccm with Heaven to vie.: 
No florms diilurb, no clouds climb up fo high. 
There firft came tidings of approaching day ; 
The fun there leaves his farewell evening ray. 

Y E OM A N. 
Thofe rays are loft on an ingrateful ftrand ! 
'Twcre b?n<;r.you 'ad Icfs funfhine, and more land. 

C O U R T J K, 
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C O U R T I N. 

Through ignorance or envy, we defpife 
Thofe'^bleffingSy which we esch enjdying prize* ' 
Here flowery fields and- woods and lawns delight; 
Thore grots and pleafing profped^s chear the iighci 
Tour riches here your herds and ^ooks confefs ; 
And there our quarries and our mines no lefs. 

YEOMAN. 

Keep tayour iliining cliffs^ your mines^ and furs; . 
Be com and wool, and the fat valley, ours* 
I envy not what 's thine. But why dofl roam ? 
Thy dwelling feeqis to pleafe thee ; keep at home. 

c o u R T t N. 
Home (Hll is home ; but yet 'tis good ta range 
Abroad fomeciroes ; there 's pleafure in the change^ 
Pleafure and proBt both ; our boundlefs view 
Breeds a defire of boundlefs knowledge too. 

YEOMAN. 

Breeds a defire of other's goods, fay I ! 

C O U R T I N. 

No more ! at length thy (hallow craft I fpy. 
Through thee, but Ihort muil be this evening's (lay. 
Dark is tlie moonlefs night, and long the way. 
Long is the way when i from Fanny part ! 
To. her I tripi it with a merry heart. 
Farewell ! nor glout witli fullen difcontent; 
Tis mean to mourn at what we can't prevent. 



ECLOGUES 



134 .:MI,S CELL ANY POJEMjP. 
ECLOGUE IV, . 

COVtRTIN. Y£ Oil All. riCAIL.;- 
C O XT R T I N. 

WHAT ? art thou arm'tl >gatn my courfe to iby ? 
Upon thy peril flop the king's highway, 

YEOMAN. 

Miftake me not f my purpofe means no ill. 
Hear me^ and own 1 bear thee right good-wilL 

c o u j^ T I N. 
Avaunt ! the path due fpace for both aiibrds ^ 
1 've now DO time to fiing away on words. 

T £ O M A N. 

At lead vouchfafe one fleeting minute's .flay } 
When I have fpoken, go in peace thy way. 
Light's car hath yet a fpace of Iky to run i 
*Twill coft old Tinie an hour ere day be donc.^ 
Not prone to malice, I could foon commend ; 
And of a rival feign would form a friend. 
An honeil, though a fmiling, toolc you bear^. 
Smooth is thy fpeech, and yet it fecms fincere. 
Tell to fome highland lafs thy tempting tale,. 
And leave to us the damfels of the dale. 

C O U R T I N. 

Though fmall my worth, thy praife awakes my pridc*^ 
O Love ! from Fanny all my failings hide ! 
Yeoman, thy friendlhip I would gladly gain; 
Such landed lovers feldom fue in vain. 
Shift thy affeftions to fome other part ; 
And, next to faircft Fanny, rule my heart. 

YEO 
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YEOMAN. 

0-! wrong not that edeem you elfe might (haiv 

You 're not the fame whene'er you mention her I 

Yeathy Beauty, Virtue, are a worthy dower: 

Yet, you high^wellers feekfor fomcthing more*. 

fo wealth alone your craving vnihes tend ; 

Look out a fitter mate, and reft my friend. 

Three clean-limb'd milky foals yon fpacious mead^ 

Mow graze at large ; a choice and {lately breed* 

A pair for Fanny's fervice I defign ; 

Proud of hep weight they *ll prance. The third be thiaei 

Chufe but the fureft of my herd and flock, 

To mend die breed which thy fmall pafturcs ftock, 

Freely the faireft I '11 bcftow. Nay, more. 

My barns (hall furniih a whole winter's (lore. 

Geafe thy purfuit alone ; as generous be. 

And life, with Love and Fanny, leave to me, 

C O U !LT I N. 

Life, without Love, were vain ! of her dcpriv'd,. 

How ihould Hove ? (he lo(V, enough ( 've liv'd. 

Alas ! I feck not an increafe of (lore ; 

8ave her, I Ve all I want ; what need I more ? 

Is merit worth fo little of our care } 

Hath wealth fuch charms } Be rich ! think not of her 

Our workmen the hill's bowels (hall refine 

For thee ; on fplendid metal thou (halt dine ; 

Where feafting, thou thyfclf, iraprov'd, (halt ken, 

"WliiKl thy large capons feem as large again. 

A ca(k of fprightly juice thy heart (hall chear. 

And thoughts of Fanny drown j think not of her. 

K 4. Str 
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Stripp'd of their pride, our wildlings too ikall die^ 
With coftly furs thy garments to fupply. 
Nay, ido not feoff ; array'd ia fuch attire. 
When winter pinches^ thou (halt fcorn a fire. 
Such gifts might fuit a> prince ; yet mean they are,. 
If fuch to blooming Fanny we compare. 
O ! Fanny, Fanny ! heart-delighting maid f 
Vouchfafe fuch fmiles as lafl roy cares repaid. 
Then thy dear name ihall through our hills refoundy 
And Love and Fanny echo all around. 

V F. O M A N. 

Thou fir'A my blood ! Enough, prcfuraptuous fwauol' 
Dare thy rude lips thus oft her name profane ? 
This goodly Made thy folly ihall challifc. 
And thy maim'd hide in{lru£l: thee to grow wife* 

C O U R T X N. 

Againfl that edge, indeed, no flefh is proof : 
But this fair flafF fhall ward its fury off. 
All on the tip behold a iharpcnM Ikcl ! 
Behold, and tremble left its point you fceL. 

YEOMAN. 

How I defpifc thy flick and thee ! xhh blade- 
Through bar-s of knotty oak its way hath made. 
Ev'n iron hinges, when the diace grew warm, 
Unturn'd, its hedge hath cleft, urg'd by this arm. 

C O U R T I N. 

My ftaff 's my paftime and fure wcnpon too,. 

When we on high the nobler game purfue, 

Such as dare turn again : this pointed fpcar 

Fierce bcaft hath fell'd j whofc looks would fright you He re. 

Again, when perch'd th' unwary fowl I fpy, 

Or when the nimbfc fquirre! f'^'ims to fly 

From 
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From bough to bough, this, with unerring hand, 
. % dsLXtt and, at a diAance, death command* 

YEOMAN. 

Yes, agunft fquirrels I believe thee bold'l 
But, ftom^a^fnan take this^- 

Y I. C A. R- 

Hold ! madmen, hold! 
Can rage and violence witli Love agree i 
Who knows if cither may accepted be 
By her you covet ? is (he wife as fair, • 
She *ll not be tempted by a bruife or fear. 
As, iludious, low beneath the beach's ihade, 
T, with a filcnt friend, my book, was laid, 
Unfeen, I li{^en!d to your warm debate. 
And blcft your Love, but muft reprove your Hate. 
Beauty was meant t' enkindle {bft.defire. 
And 'ris in you a merit (b t' admire.: 
Both well deferve, both may expe£l her grace 1 
But (he 'a a woman — fancy will take place ; 
Let her decide. You, Yeoman, juftly vaunt ^ 

A fair polTeilion, free from every want ; 
A goodly port and lordly mien you bear,. 
And health and plenty on your cheeks appear. 
Young Courtin too feems fuited to his drefs; 
Such open looks a^ manly mind confcfii. 
Though film his form, his limbs are mated well,' 
And his brac'd nerves with a£live vigour fwell.. 
For what ye both enjoy, yield thanks to Heaven; 
And ufe it well ; *twas for that purpofe given. 
Let each dill think his own condition bed. 
But, Fanny comes ! and ihe '11 adjudge the reft.. 

THR 



46S MISCEI.LANY P.OBIff9l 

THE FAREWELL. PASTOU AL XilL 17: 
HAiLRZ AND C O U ^jl T I N. 

/^ N C E more the * medey Mufe iDffdres te fwai 
^^ Once more t}ie Doric with the Mantuan ftraua 
She boldly blends ; twelve pleafing Ubours pafty. 
She quits the flowery lawns : be thi$ her lafL 

H A R R Y. 

To fold my flock ! and (till yon fettingiiin. 
Unclimbing thofe far eaflern hills return) 

Stretch on this fallow field, and foil it welL 

• 

From evil tongues and every wicked fpeU, 

Secur'4 by thefe croft hol1y-twigs» which roundf 

The pens I flick » firft ftniting thrice the ground.. 

Now home, my faithful cur ! by this thy dame 

Prepares the fboaking platter. Sure I am 

Thou flialt not mifs a belly-full to-night, 

For this day's caie, though itiy own meal (it lightv. 

Yon gamefome xidgling, but for thee,, had flray'd 

The flieep, while fweetly I afleep was laid. . 

O ! for fome merry mate, with cheary talk. 

To rid the tedious common as we walk ! 

Good luck betides me : lo I a. blithefome fwain^ 

As man might wiih, makes hitherwards amain. 

A happy evening, Courtin !, meeting one 

Of voice fo fweet, what churl would gad alone ^ 

c o u R T I. N, 
Thanks fbr thy courteous greeting, friendly lad*. 

* Alluding to Failoral V. nor in this colle^Ion* 

A HA 



' 'HARRY. 

And yet, pf lf^t^Jj;,^^d 5h?p,(o;i^w^4t fad; 

^Ife why's thj/^j^ipe fo i;l^c,nowTa-,fU3^s ? 

.JWhy d|aim>iio iDOi:e thy well-turfi'U xfii^i^qlAyj) f 

i ,c p u ?t T 1 Jl, 

X>1 far from faJ, though ferious I appear. 

The joys kaft i^qify , are the mpft fincerc. 

u A R R X. 
Thou fpcat'ft my mind, though in a higher ftrain; 
And 'twere roofl: thanklcfs, lad, hi thee, to 'plain. 
Thy thriving flock increafeth every day: ' 
And thy fair cabin {rais'd, as one may liy. 
Above thy fellbws) widely views iiroupdj 
Shelter'd aneath a mighty oak (rcnown'd 
Through all the world > from fun and wjjnd and rain^ 
And, more i^an all, thrice happy, lucky fwain! 
With lovely Fanny bled ! our hundrcd'-e grace ! 
The fwceteft temper, with the faireft face J^ 
How many fought- the moded maiden's heart f 
To crown thy love, how many wretches fmart ! 
Whilft all, ev'n thofc who pine thrbugh amorous care,. 
Shower bleflings on the well-4natchM loVefome pair. 

C O U R TIN. 

Hence thofe calm joys which all my foul poffefs ! 
Joys which nor rhyme, nor rauiic, can exprefs. 
For this the Giver of. all good I praife ! 
Next, generous Herbert claims my grateful lays ; 
Through him Auguftus ♦, glory of our rfle I 
Firft on my poor endeavours deign'd to fmile. 
Auguftus ! great and good ! each Mufe's theme ! ' 
To Csfar's virtues, heir, and diadem. 
* George the Second, when Prince of Wales « K«- 

Nor 
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Nor fweet Francelia^ faired of thy kind ! 

Is thy bright form e'er abfent from my mind ! 

Thy fofc endearments banifh every care F 

Each blifs is doubled which with thee I ftixn t 

Life, without Love and Thee, infipid were. 

Thefe would I ling ! but fear fuch worth to wroi^ 

Alas ! their names tranfcend a vulgar fong. 

HARRY.. 

Meieems thy fpeech grows mainly big of late ! 
Belike our words mufl rife with our eftate. 
Courtin, by ^^diat I deem, we foon may fear 
To lofe the Shepherd in the Freeholder. 
Yet fay, our wilhcs gain'd, and hearts at eafe, . 
Mud, therefore^ fulkn filence only pleafe ? 
When fully fed, our younglings fportl^x play s 
And birds fing fwceteft on a fanny day. 

COURTIN. 

True : yet thofe birds, whofc very life is fong. 
Struck dumb, like me,, in filence liften'd lon|^ 
As lately, on our hills, his heavenly lyre 
Tyt're tun*d up, and was himfelf a choir. 
With niceil art, of undecaying (lutf. 
His harp was fbrm*d ; both Time and Weather-pro 
With ten clear-founding filv«r firings 'twas (Irung, 
Which (Iruck with (kill. Lord! Ivow the mountains n 
Glory of Shepherds 1 by thy deathlef^ rhyme, 
Wc learn what heighu the Rural Mufc may climb: 
Thee had I fooner known, much fruitlcfs pains 
I might have fparM, or form'd by thine,- my drains ' 

* A handfome compliment to the Paftorals of Pc 
which pvobably prevented Dr.- Evans from publUhing x 
ke modeftly thought Co much inferior, N. 



But heedlefs I my flowery prime mif-fpent ! 
With natire melody, thous;h rude, content* 
Now ripe in manhood, fuch my blamelefs pride, 
( Curious to know at length, without a guide, 
Hcfolv'd, I boldly (card the arduous way> 

And heard, with rapture heard I tlie learned lay. 

Oh ! Harry 1 wert tliou prefcnt whilfthe charmed! 

Ooce had the Mantuan Mufe thy bofom warm'd ! 

Thou too, with me, would'd fling thy pipe away« 

HARRY. 

I pray thee grant a fample of his lay. 

' ' C O U R T I N. 

Such founds at fecond-hand their fweetnefs lofe. 

HARRY. 

Yet touch z note : thou wont'ft not to refufe« 

C O V R T I N. 

To wrong his accents, were too bold a iin« 
Some f^kit rcfembliQg air I '11 try— 

Ji A R R Y. 

Begin* 

C O U R T I N. 

Aonian virgins ! lend a loftier flrain *! 
Few prize the lowly mufic of the plain. 
Be hence my verfe like Jda's towering brow, 
Flowing andxlear as Tempe's currents too,— 

H A R R r . 

Iley-day ! why^ure fuch fongders waking dream ( 

What Onian maids are.thefe? what Tempi/i ftreaa.^ 
Full many a^ay I Ve us'd each mart and fair. 
Yet never heard fuch names in all our (hire. 
-Arc fuch the lays which fo thy fancy fir*d ? 
Jllundcrflood, and tlience, mehap, admif'd. 
.* Xhe introduftion to Pope's Mei&ali is here imitaud IT. 
7 t O U V- 
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c o tr R T I N. 

Rather, becauie ill nndexllood^ der^i»M i 
So Midas Pain htlEorc Apollo priz'd. 

H A R R T. 

Pan me no Pan$ 1' fweet carrols chear my hearth 
Yet feiife, fay I; ihoald ftare with found a patt. 
Though fickle thou as well thy voice as name. 
And home haft chang'd» old Hatty 's (liU the fame; 
Had Robin gukfft> you'd leatli this city ikill^. 
The lad had kept his well-knit hofen flill. 
Though fwelling numbers fill th' aftounded ^r. 
Few of our mnidens would vonchfaie to liear« 
And fongs were bootlefs then. Thofe foothing ftnuB 
\?herewith you whilome wont to charm the plaini, 
Pleafe fhepherds moft. That ditty of the clowa 
Whom Dicky drtibbM> all in a dale adowii*i 
*Or that which flruck the fpafkiih ifaranger mute % 
•With his new-fangled airs, and finic flute t 
i Liftening to fongs fo fweet, a fummer's day 
: Befeem'd too fhort. 

« C O V R T I M. 

. Such an unpoliih'd lay 
'*'Was once too/ 1 confefs, my whole delight I 
•So fond was 1 1 fo flow to judge aright ! 

Convinc*d^ at length, I own fuperior (kWlp 

And rather fong refign, than warble ill. 

^were vain to hope another's mind to itiove 

With Mrs ourfelves too juftly difapprove. 

#*t Alludipg to fercral Faftorals not in this c6lle£tion« 

B ARR 1 
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H A R R r. 

t>nce on i time (^ve heed to what I tell, 

"Twas long'agOy yet I remember t well) 

A London Lidy to the Vicar's came, 

Dight like a Q^een ; a flaunting flickering dame. 

In gilded «age this Madam with hisr brought 

A bird of price ; far-fetch'd, and bravely taught. 

For fure, -unlearn'd, no creature fo could iing 2 

Lefs ihifting notes our bells in changes ring. 

' Of its gay plumes, all as its miftrefs, proud 
It feem'd : and like her too, though little loud. 
Yet, footh to fay, its voice was fweetly flirill. 
No flagelet coUld e'er inore'detfly trill. 
Twas in thofe days ere Nelly firft grew kind» 
When 1, to move the dainty damfel's mind, 
A linnet rear'd ; the choice of five fair young* 
■Sure never linntt half fo fweetly fung : 
Yet, when this Madam's gaudy bird came down^ 
<Whofe thrilling pipe was heard through all thetown)^ 
My fimple fongder, drooping, hung the wing. 
Grew fuUen, and would neither j>eok not iing. 
Howe'er, it feem'd to lend a wiflful ear ; 
And bragly (bove, at length, its^fong to rear 
To t*othei^s pitch ; but flrove, alas ! in vaini 
Too week his voite to mate.fo high a fhrain. 
Whilfl^ ftriving thus, it marr'd its mell«w throa^ 

And loft its own, nor learn'd the other's note. 

'So fares it, lad, with thee. The truth I fpeak, 

3lor» what's well meant, do thou in dudgeon take. 

•^ ■'■ ■ Sunt & mihi Carmina. Me qnoqne dictint 

"^ Vatem Faftoiet; ied non ego credulus illis." Viio^ 
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ON A LADY SINGING. BY MR. BURNABY*. 

TXTHEN charming Teraminta (ings^ 

Each new air new paiHon brings : 
Now I refoWe, and now I fear^ 
Now I triumphy now defpair ; 
Frolic noWy now faint I grow. 
Now I freeze, and now I glow. 
Her face at lad does all remove, 
And my whole bread confents to love* 
Her face unites my various. grief. 
And I 'm more flavc.by my relief. 
The panting Zephyrs round her play. 
And, trembling on her lips, would day ; 
Trembling with divided blifs, 
Now would liden, now would kifs ; 
Till, by her breath repuls'd, they fly. 
And in low plcafmg murmurs die. 
Nor do I a(k that (he would give, 
^ * liy fome new note, the power to live ; 
I would,-expiiing with the found. 
Die on the lips that gave the wound. 

* William Buonaby, ^hofc lather of the>fafiie name wasi 
.gentleman In London, became a commoner of Mercon Col- 
lege, Oxford, in the beginning of Z691 ; was entered of The. 
Middle-Temple in 1693 ; and had a principal hand in the 
tranflatlon of " Peironlus Arbiter," which was publilhed in 
1694, and infcribed by htm to the earl of Romney. See 
"V^'ood's Aihcnx, II. 929. Mr. Burnaby was alfo the 
author of four comedies ; i. " The Reformed Wifo," jyro, 
a. "The Lady's Vifiting-Day," i?oi. 3. "The MoJilh 
***[ufbaad," T701, And 4. ** Love berrayffd,* 1703. 'N. 
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EPIGRAM, PROM PETRONIUS ARBITER. 
BY MR. B i; R N A B Y. 

*Tr^ H I N G S got with pain, and difficulties rare. 

Indulge our fancies, and oblige the fair ; 
We fcorn the wealth our happy ifle brings forth. 
But love whatever is of foreign growth ; 
Not that the fi(h which the .poor Tybcr breeds 
Do thofe excel which chade Sabrina feeds. 
Kot TyYieti Gods in nobler purple ihine. 
Or (hew a dye rich as, Augudus, thine ; 
Nor can the flocks which breathe th' Iberian air 
With Evelham's Vale for fleecy fhccp compare. 
But thc{c are cheaply got — 
Whilft moving plains, and rough tempeftuous fcas. 
Make the dear-bought and far'^fctch*d follies pleafe. 

ON SAINT STEPHEN'S DAY. 
B Y D R, WAR MS TREY *, 

Tr\ RESS'D in the fcarlct garment of his blood, 
"*^ Wliich from his wounds in gufhing rivulets tiow'c?. 
Thy Martyr, gracious Lord, prefurnes to fliinc. 
And fliews -a patience fccond but to thine : 
Whilft the bright flames, whi«h in his bofom burfl^ 
The wounding |x:hbles into jewels turn ; 
And the rough rocks> which at his head are thrown, 
X.ike diamonds fliine, and swAt into a crown. 

♦ This poem is afcribcd by Jacob to Dr. Waldrcn ; of 
whom, fee vol. Ill: p. 177. N. 

Vox. y. h Suck 
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Such wonders Saints cffe£t l)cforc they die, 
And fuch is the celeftial alchemy. 
Thy grace, G dearefl: Saviour, 'twas which made 
This blooming rofe too durable to fade. 
Amid (I thofe ftorms his foes defign'd to raifc 
Againft that mighty bulwark of thy praife. 
That fo the bloody honours of his fame 
Might eternize the glory of his name. 
His enemies but vain tormentors pror'd, 
For as they ilon*d him more, the more he lov'^t 
His love, fo fervent, made Itim always pray 
For their return into the rightful way; 
Still praying, till he lay'd himfelf to reft 
Within the downy tranfports of thy breaft. 
O grant we al] may love, and learn of thee. 
The .pra£^ice of fuch charming conftancy ! 



PARAPHRASE ON PSALM XLU. 

BY MR. T. BAT E. 

/^ H A CD by the hounds which third for blood, 
^^ And fcoFch'd beneath Heaven's fiery rays. 
The gentle hind pants for the flood, 
Whofe cooling llreams her grief might cafe : 

She liftens for the fountain's fall, 
And, likening, thinks the murmuring fountains caU | 

Till, tir'd with fruitlcfs hope, and faint. 
She wounds the fultry ikies with jud complaint. 

Sue]] 
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Such roy delires of thee, O God ! 

Eternal fource of joys divine ! 

Compelled to quit the blcfl abode, 

Where the cclcllial glories fliine : 

An exile thence, in deep defpair 
I cry, " Will God, my God, no longer hear ? 

Mud I before his altars bow ? 
No xnore ! no more will he accept my vow !" 

While down my cheeks fait rivers ran. 

My foes in cruel triumph cryM, 

« Where *s now thy God ? vain, bani(h*d man ! 

Thy rock, thy fortrcfs, and thy pride?" 

When dewy (hades to flcep invite, 
My ever- wakeful eyes out-weep the night; 

All food by day my foul forbears, 
But feeds on mournful thoughts, and drinks my tears. 

I thought (it was a wounding thought I) 
How on high days I oft had come 
In royal pomp, and with me brought 
His fcrvants to his' facred dome. — 
But why, my foul, this florm of woe ? 

Though big the waves, and loud the tempefls blow^ 
Be dill, my foul ! and hope to fee 

The rifing beams of mercy dart on thee. 

My God, my foul is fore diftreft. 
And wounded deep with anguifti dire ; 
I '11 think on thee, to calm my breaft, 
And make th' infulting waves retire, 

L s Bevon j 
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Beyond the ftream of Jordan chac'd. 
Pa ft mercies (hall before my eyes be plac'd : 

My trembling feet o*cr Hermon fly, 
But Zion, and her God, my foul employ. 

Affliftions, eager to engage. 
Summon their troops, and me furround; 
Thofc from above dcfcend with rage, 
Thefe from beneath as fiercely wound : 
Like catara6^b thofe downward pour^ 

Like waters burfting from th' abyfs thcfe roar : 
Thy waves and ilorms on me have driven. 

O'crvvhelm'd with all th' aitillery of heaven. 

But yet th* Almighty will be kind. 
And gild with happy beams my days 5 
The night fercne, as then my mind 
Shall be refrefli'd with fongs of praife. 
To thee, my rock, my life, I *11 pray; 

It'or, whilft thy faving power thou doft delay. 
In bitterncfs of foul I mourn, 

Beneath ofprelTivt Rage, and hoftile Scorn. 

Sheatli'd in my breafl, the fliarpcft fword 
Can't like their vile reproaches pain : 
" Where 's He thy zeal fo long ador'd ? 
Deaf to thy cries, thy vows arc vain.** 
But why, my foul, this ftorm of woe ? 

Though big the waves, and loud the tempefts blow 
Be iVill, my foul, and hope to fee 

The rifmg beams of mercy dart on thee. 
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TO SLEEP. 

ANONYMOUS; FROM FEN'TON'S COLLECTION", 

C OFT charmer of our cares, whofe kind relief 

Gives us each night a refpite from our grief. 
Thou bring'ft the poor man weahh, the tortur'd reft. 
And mak'ft the wretched equal with the blcft. . 
By thcc far-diftant friends are brought to view, 
And loves, by abfencc long impair'd, renew. 

Since banifii'd from my dear Lucincia's fight^ 
I Hve condemn'd to fee the hateful light, 
Pity my woes; and when thy next furprize 
Stops the impetuous torrents of my eyes. 
In her bright form, to eafc my mind, appear, 
The nobleft figure tiiou canft chufe to wear. 
Stamp feeming marks of forrow on her face, 
Juft not enough to wrong its native grace : 
Let the cold earth appear her only bed, 
Her arm the fols fupporter of hci heail : 
I^t a fad fliower from her fair eyes defccnd, 
While fighs for vent in her fwol'n hrcaft contend s 
Then let her in a mournful accent fay, 
^ To thee, Menalcas, I this tribute pay." 
But let no real grief difturb her reft. 
While with the pleafmg vifion I am blcft r 
And, left the joy (hould be too quickly paft. 
Renew die dream each night, or make this ilecp my laft* 



X-3 OW 



150 MISCELLANY POEMS. 

ON QJJEEN ANNE'S BIRTH-DAY. 

WHITTEN AT BERK IN SWITZERLAND, 1706, 
AND PRESENTED TO OUR ENVOY. 

ANONYMOUS; FROM FENTON'S COLLECTION. 

A USPICIOUS day ! to which we owe 
^^ All we could wifli, or Fate beftow : 
Whofe dawning light difclos'd on earth 
The brightefl blefling, greateft birth, 
That Heaven to mortals e'er difplay'd. 
Since Chaos into form was made« 

On thy appearance Fate de(ign*d 
The future freedom of mankind^ 
When luft of univerfal fway 
Should force whole nations to obey 
The will of one, whofe boundlefs mind. 
To oaths and treaties unconfin'd, 
Should prompt him to renounce his farne^ 
To gain a great but impious name. 

Thy influence has this wonder wrought^ 
Which Time has to perfeftion brought : 
For fee a mighty Q^een arife, 
Un(haken> powerful, ju(l,aiid wife. 
Pride of her fex, her ifle's delight,^ 
The rule and patronefs of right. 
The world*s great balance and fupport^ 
And gafping Liberty's r^ort. 

A Queen thus finifli'd for a throne^ 
Whom nations court, and wiih their own i 
2 A QsiecA 



ON OyEEN ANNE'S BIRTH-DAY, is.» 

A Qjieen by birth and merit greats 

^he carfrand inilrument of Fate, 

Vo fooner takes the purple robe^ 

Sjot flraight, to dignify her globe, 

^folves her Brother's fkps to tread. 

And ev'n out- vie the mighty dead. 

*Tis done ; the mighty William's name 

Was ne'er attended with fuch fame^ 

Tis true, the well-laid fchemc he wroughti, 

Bent to the war his inmoft thought ; 

But, ere he could in arms appear. 

Death flopped the hero's fierce career, 

Plung'd deep in grief the Britiih ifle. 

And left to Anne the glorious toiL 
Anne takes th' occa^on market by Fate- 

(She knew her caufe was jufl and great) s, 

Confirms his meafures void of fear. 

And gives a generous loofe to war : 
Her matchlefs triumphs on the main,. 
And glorious 6onque(l on the plain. 
To which th' Imperial Eagle owes 
His thunder wreded from his foes,^ 
And Spain her liberty reflor'd, 
Her commerce and her lawful lord r 
Let muore exalted fpirits xaife 
In folemn numbers lofty praife. 
— • For me, whofe unperforratng fkiili 
Is di^oportion'd to my will : 
Wifely at length I quit my lyre, 
To rough Helvetian climes retire^ 



} 



And to more felid ilr%ins afpiie. 

L 4 SONG,. 
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SONG, SET BY MR. DEAK 

TITT' I T and Beauty once contended 

^ Which fhould reign in C(:liai'» arms.^^ 
Both an equal claim pretended 
To be fole monarch of her charms.. 

Till at lafl they both agreed 

To maintain alternate fway ; 
One by night to blefs her bed, 

And one to win her heart by day. 



SONG. 

/^F all the torments, all the cares^. 

^^ With which our lives arc curft j; 

Of all the plagues a lover bears, , 

Sure rivals arc the worft ! 
By partners in each other kind, 

AfHi£lions eaGcr grow ; 
In Love alone we hate to find 

Companions of our woe. 

Sylvia, for all the pangs you fee,. 

Are labouring in my brcafl j 
1 beg not you would favour me,. 

Would you but flight the reft? 
How great foe'er your rigours are,. 

With thera alone I '11 cope j 
I can endure my own defp^ir^. 

Bus not aAothex's ho£e. 

aor 



S O N G. 

• /^U P ID ! inftru£l an amorous fwaiir*. . 

^^ Some way to tell the nymph his pain|. 

To comaiOQ youths unknown : 
To talk, of fighs, of flanne?, of darts, 
Of'blecding wounds, and burning hearts. 

Arc methods vulgar grown."" 

« What nced'ft thou tell r the God rcplyM.. 
That love the fhepherd cannot hide 

The nymph will quick,ly find : 
When Phahus does his beams difplay. 
To tclLmen gravely that 'tis day, 

I« to fuppofe them bhnd." 

S O N G. 

A S the fnow in vallics lying, 
"^ ^ Phoebus his warm beams applying^ 

Soon diil'olvcs and runs away j 
So tlie beauties, fo the graces,. 
Of the moft bewitching facts,. 

At approaching age decay. 

As a tyrant, when degraded,. 
Is defpls'd, and is upbraided 

By the {laves he once control'd.; 
So the nymph, if none could move her, 
lis contcmn'd by every lover, 

Wkca her charms are growing oldt 

Melao-^ 
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Melancholic looks, and whining. 
Grieving, quarreling, and pining. 

Arc th* cfFefts your rigours move; 
Soft carcflfes, amorous glances, ' ' 

Melting iighs, tranfporting trances, "^ 

Arc the blcfs'd cflfefts of love. 

Fair-ones ! while your beauty 's bloomiogy 
Ufe your time, left, age refuming 

What your youth profufely lends. 
You are robb'd of all your glories. 
And condemned to tell old ftories 

To your unbelieving friends. 

ON MR. ROWE'S "FAIR PENITENT**^ 

Q E E here the various fccncs of human lives ; 

Uncommon hulbands true, but common wives-;. 
One, charming, faithlefs, haughty when reprov'd,. 
Lov'd by her huiband, her gallant (he k>v*d ,- 
One, an indulgent, faithful, condant bride. 
Fond of her fpoufe, neglc£^s the world bcfidc. 
That huiband, though with fricmls and fortiMae bleft. 
Finds a domeflic ill that racks his breaft ; 
While this, though Fortune frown, though friends defert^ 
Finds one to lull his cares, and charm his heart. 

Would women rather, from the throng rctir'd. 
Be lov*d by one, than be by crowds admir'd : 
Would men, before their hearts were quite refign'd^ 
Forget the faces, and infpe6^ the mind : 

♦ Firft a^cd at Lincoln's Inn FicIds,^ 1703. R. 

Such 
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Such obje6ts» fhould they fainter charms pofTefs, 
Would pleafc them longer, tho' they pleas'd them lefs. 
For Beauty's blaze, though fierce, is quickly pail; 
While Love, good Senfe, and Virtue, always laft. 

A N A C R E O N, ODE HI*. 

ANONYMOUS; FROM DRYDEN'S MISCELLANIES. 

A T dead of night, when flars appear, 
^^ And ftrong Bootes turns the Bear ; 
When mortals deep their cares away^ 
FatiguM with labours of the day ; 
Cupid was knocking at my Gate; 
" Who 's there ? faid I : Who knocks fo late, 
Difhirbs my dream, and breaks my reft ?*' 
" O fear not me, a harmlefs gueft. 
He faid ; but open, open, pray ! 
A fooliih child, I loft my way. 
And wander here this moonlefs night. 
All wet and cold, and wanting light.'' 
With due regard his voice I heard^i 
Then roie, a ready lamp prepared,, 
And faw a naked boy belewj 
With wings, a quiver^ and a bow*. 
In hafte I ran, unlock'd my gate. 
Secure, and thoughtlefs of my fate ;; 
I gare the child an eafy chair 
Againftthe fire, and dried his hair; 
Brought friendly cups of chearful wine^ 
And warmM his little hands with mine, 

• See another tranflauon of this Ode^by Hiighes, Ehgjlfli 
Pocts» voL XXIL p. 56. N. 
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All this did I with kind intent : 
But he, on wanton mifchief bent, 
Said, " Dearcft friend, this bow you fecj 
Tlus pretty bow belongs to me : 
Obferve, I pray, if all l>e right, 
J fear, the rain has fpoil'd ft quite .** 
He:drew it then, and ilrait I found 
Within my breaft a fecrct wound. 
Tliis done, tlie rogue no longer ftaid^ 
But leaped away, and laughing faid : 
" Kind hoft, adieu, we now njuft part; 
Safe is my bow, but fick thy heart.*' 

ODE, IN THE SPRING^ 

TOT HE RETURNING SUN* 

TXr ELCOME, thou God of light and heat, 

^ ^ Where haft thou made thy Jong retreat f 
Thou tak'ft delight in Indian climes to ftay^ 
And' ftill the happy Eaft 

Is with thy longcft prefence blclVf 

Or elfe perhaps in amorous play, 
Beneath th* immortal greens of Tempe's grove> 

While feeder hands thy chariot drove, 
Haft loitcr'd with fome objc6t of thy love : 

Or haft tJTtou been in mines below, 

Where pearls and infant diamonds grow ^ 
(For they their birth to thy kind iiifluencc owe.) 

But fay, where-ever thou haft been, 

In all thy walks through earth or (kies^ 

Are any wonders thou haft fcen 

So dazling bright as fair Franceliais eves.?. 

Does 
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Docs Arabia's fpicy coaft 

Half fo rich an odour boaft ? 

Or can Java's pcrfum*d air 

With her fragrant breath compare? 

But Why fliould I, to fpeak of her» 
Confine thee to the fpace of one revolving year f 

Thou thy glorious race had run> 

Ever fince the world begun ; 
Thou faw*ft wlien Venus from the billows role* 

Twas thou fird kifsM her coral nnouth. 

And blefs'd her with eternal youth j 
Bid the young Goddefs then more charms difcIoTe ? 

Had her mien fo good a grace ? 

Was fuch fweetncfs in her face? 

She mud yield her rival place j 

Her mighty rival can infpirc 

Higher joys and fiercer fire. 

FraiKelia ^ can alone difpenfe 

Every charm to every fcnfe ; 

Mufic lives upon her tongue, 

She *s to our cars the Syrens fong j 

And, when fhe ilrikes our raviQi'd fight, 
)ne poliih'd beam of thy own mid-day light. 

Let other nymphs with art and pains 

Some poor unwary heart betray, 
Vhile flic, ditfus'd like thy o>vn brightnefs, reigns, 
Ind rules mankind with univtrfal fway. 

♦ From the turn of the poetry, and the name of the Hcro- 
e, 1 am inclined to thiuk lhi;i Ode was by Dr. Evans. N. 

Confcnting 
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Confenting nations in her praife agree, 

I join with them, but want her mercy more ; 

For though alike we wonder and adore, 

Y;et none can love like me. 
Kature, when firfl ihe took me from the womb. 
Thus frailing deftin'd all my days to come j 
-<' Sceptres, (he faid, I give to other hands. 
Thy wreaths of empire are Francelia's bands ; 
My darling fon, and moil diflinguiih*d care. 
For thee this double portion I prepare, 
Thou, glorious thou, Francelia's chains ihalt wear 
And from this early moment to thy grave 
Be greater far than kings, for tliouVt Francelia's ilave." 



.} 



ON SEEING MR. DRYDEN'S PICTURE*, 

AT SIR GODFREY KNELLER'S, 

.DRAWN WITH THE BAYS IN HIS HAND. 

•BY MR. B.UC K ERE DGEf, 1700. 

"^TAY, fure \i% he ! the living .colours move, 

^^ And ftrikc our fouls with wonder and with love! 

JIas bis foft lyre diiTolv'd Dcatli's fatal chain. 

And given our Orpheus to tlie world again ? 

Such 

* A -fine engraving from this pi<^urc was prefixed to 
« Luftus Britannici, or the Tears of the Britilh Mufcs, 
** for the .Death of John Dryden cfq; late Poet Laureat to 
" their Majefties K. Charles and K. James the fecond. 
" Written by -the moft eminent hands in the two famous 

" Univeriitics, 



-ON DRYDEN'S PORTRAIT, i^f 

"Such is thy art, great Kneller, as relieves 
His mourning friends, and into joy deceives. 
They who beneath the hcavicft forrmv bend, 
^Vho grieve not for the Poet, but the Friendy . 
When they behold this piece, their tears reftnun. 
And doubt a while if they lament in vain* 
■So thofe wliom Fate deftroys, thy hand can fave^ 
And lengthen out a life beyond the grave. 
Oh ! do thou place on Dryden's learned brow 
The facred Bays ; for none dare envy now. 
Thus He to Uiturc ages (hall be ihowny 
Immortal in Thy Works, as in His Own. 

*<* Univerfities, and by fcvcral others. 1700/* folio. — From 
(this portrait, the frontifpiece to my firft volume was copied 
•by Mr. Baiire. N. 

•f* Bainbrigg Buckeredge, efq; a gentleman bred at Ox* 
ford, was deiigned for the ftudy of phyiic; but his gendus 
leading him to painting, he early in life travdlled into Hoi* 
^and and other countries, where he made great progrefs -in 
<that curious art, which was afterwards his principal amufe* 
ment in rural retirement. In the reign of Queen Anne 
he had fome employment under the Duke of Buckingham* 
isrith whom he was always a favourite. He was author of 
feveval little poems*; wrote feveral of the lives in the ** Eng- 
•** liih School of Painters," annexed to Mr. Savage's tranfla- 
tion of <* ^hi pile's Hiftory of Painting;" and tranflated a 
•novel from the Spanilh of Cervantes. N« 
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ON BUCKINGHAM- HOUSE* r 
INST. James's PARK. 3 

BY MR. BUCKEREDGE, 1704. 

** — Seu conclis amablle carmen, -■ 

** Prima fcpes cdcrae viftricis prxmia"-^ Horn. 5^ 

T^AR in that glade, where the dclighrcd fight 

Beholds the evening part with glimmering light, '_ 

Where fragrant limes in plealing viftas join, .* 

And different trees to make one fliade combitie ; 
There now docs Buckingham his palace found. 
Which gilded fpires and diftant hills furround; 
The pile fcems rais'd as from inchantcd ground. 
High in its front Corinthian columns Hand. 
Crown*d with the glories of their native lands 
And llately Corridorcs, on every fide, 
Expand their wings, and mt;et the coming tide. 
The lilver Thames through iccret caverns fbrays, 
To him the tribute of i\is frreams he pays. 
And prompts the watery kind to liftcn to his lays. 
So fond Aiphcus, hid from human eyes, 
To feek the lov'd Sicanian fountain flics. 
Harmonious birds Ihall all riicir notes employ. 
To entertain his intervals of joy. 
While the plumd mce a numerous flight prepare. 
To people the dominions of the air. 
The fiery Barbs here, wandering, wifli no more 
For Africk's wilds, nor its dry fultry fhore. 
Within thcfc lawns fccurc, the timorous deer 
J*orget their nature, and o'ercomc their fear. 

^ ^ Now called The Qjieen't Palace. N. 

Her 



,.} 



} 



ON BUCKIKQfH AM.H0t7SE. t«t 

Her choic^ beaudet here the eardi difpl&ysy 
TIic lover's myrtle, tn^ the vi6l:or*8 bays. 
Fountains «nd flowers fill etch delightfal fpace, 
"While tbofe refreih, and thefc perfume the plact. 
In gardens thus of old the Druids fway'd, 
Their orades as laws from grorts obey'd. 
The myAeries of (late were handled thertly 
And to fttperior powers men made their prayer. 
ViUicrs, with wit and humour alfo blcO, 
Sublimely foaring, plac'd on high his red i 
Ac once a paltce * and an eagle's ne(^. 
Rais'd, where he might anticipate the day, 
And at his feet behold the royal (landard f play. 
This greater genius, more judicious born, 
]>oes both a city and a court adorn. 
In humble plains when he his ftation takes. 
He foon thofe plains equal to Ida makes. 
The walls within great Titian's labours fills, 
And Rubens' draughts adorn, a^id Raphaeri ikilL 
The bold Bourgonion (hews in bloody field 
How all to Roman art and valour yield ; 
Corregio docs harfh Pcrugino grace, 
By fam'd Van Dyk with wondrous charms a face, 
And Julio rangM with the Carracci's race. 
The Grecian Venus of a modcft mould, 
Pan and the Rural Gods thefc gardens hold. 
And wife Apollo who thefe workt^ control'd. 
Let Pallas on thefe battlements have place, 
And,Jo(Uce next j let Plenty Peace embrace. 

* Clivedon Houfe above Windlbr. B» 

-f- Windfor-Caftlt. B. 

VOL. V, M Here 
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Here royal ruins *, and thofe heights wc fpy. 
Where Senates fit, and mighty Tudors lie. 
Oh ! fayfiot when the Stuart's name ihall ceaie* 
Left England lofe at once its Q^een and Peacei • 

Around wliere'cr wc calt our ravilh'd eyes, 
Such glittering views and veijdant profpe6^s rife. 
Such I'ylvan fcenes and fumptuous domes appear^ 
Such gardens grace the earth, fuch fpires the air;| 
That Ihe to Heaven who Samos once preferr'd. 
Thus to havechofe, fuccefsfuUy had crr'd. 

Under this roof Parnallus' fons (hall mee(f 
And every Science all her Sifters greet. 
The lofty race whom numbers (hall infpire, 
With thofe whofe eafter art can touch the lyrc.j 
And all in concert join to make one mighty choir. 
Ev*n while I fpeak of Sheffield's great deferc^ 
I feel ambition kindling in my heart. 
To fix a name of juft renown like his; 
A mark above the reach of calumnies ; 
At which th' invidious world in vain (hall aim, 
But hurt no more his fafety, than his fame. 
Whofe flowing fortune, with deep knowledge join'd. 
Fill, but not fwell, his compreheniivc mind j 
In which the Mufes* various gifts appear, 
The mild and tuneful, with the moft fevere. 
Taught by the Delian God how Nature fprings. 
The flow of words and properties of things j 
To prize what Virgil, or what Homer ftngsf, 

* York Houfe, purchafcd from Wolfey by Henry VIII. m 
1530, and confumed by fire in 1697. N. 
f In his Grace's EfTay on Poetry. B, 

Him- 
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Himfelf is what we in this fabrick find, 

Palladlo with the firm Bramante join'd * 

The Mufes' friends from bondage he (hall free. 

While he reftrains Poetic Liberty, 

By his bed rules and his example taught 

Gladly to lofe that freedom which they fought. 

Such are liis numbers, fuch his lofty fong, 

No fenfe fo clear and juft, no lines fo (Irong. 

Others in vain may infpi ration boail. 

While he rewards and loves the Mufes mod. 

Tlie Tyrant's rage his counfcls ihall withdand. 

And wred th' oppreflive fccptre from his hand. 

Divide thofe crowns which would together grow. 

And guide his Sovereign's arm to give the glorious blow. 

While Juftice reigns, and Right fupports a caufe, 

Fate mud be hers, and make her di£tates laws. 

To her th' Iberian Chief his vows (hall bring. 

And dyle her Emprefs, while die makes him King. 

What worthy hand for her can trophies raife ? 

Who but himfelf can well refound her praife ? 

While fhc her mind employs in nobler things, 

And feels more folid joys than empire brings. 

Fain would my feeble Mufe, with daring wing, . 
His dawning glories and fucceffes fing. 
Tell the fair progrefs of his early days. 
In which he wore the Garter, and the Bays ; 
Much did great Charles's love his mind inflame. 

Much Albion f mov'd him, and the voice of fame, 
♦ Two Architcas ; one chiefly confultcd Ornament, tht 

^cr Strength, in Building. B. rv v p 

+ He commanded a great Ihip under the duke of York. s. 
r ^ ^ Wbenr 
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»H ^*'\^^L greater Monard^Uw, ^ 

» ,1 witVv his navy KfP^ » ^^t* proceed, 

-^ witU bol<l»«f'* « great * „ ne^. 

We may vww « . , weaker juage«* 

V«bou.*ata.d^.^^ ,,„«dp^ 

,„ tts defigns, A«ug ^^^^^ ,,, comtng "S- 
«e Ihatnes the WU ™ o,„„,piu8 caWs, 

?or f»^"'^\*"i;e«L (hall protca tlu. bo«r, 
Aone'* happier mfl«« ^^^^-..^ power. 
^i*m the «^^^;;^ ; Je hand co gmde 
Be V>« *f ."\*« and arbitrary pnde ; 

^* did Pohte ^^^ tUsto 

That gave to Rom ^.^^^ turn.fc m m^P 

M„ch more my ^ ^^ ^ Houfe. couW 

Whpf-^^^tSnVer his mind moUft. 

l^ayforcenor^o" f^Vshreaftl 

Ho break the J^"'' ^ ^^ improve, 
HVs ca)m receff« 1« ^«^ «ious Love, 
" ,« the Grapes »«" J?^/. _., joy to fee 

5;:ii^5;Hourehou^Go\t^^^^^^^^ 

Bt\eiCr^ya;>;;;;rt>rreca^ai(ehi^ 

Till Britain's Queen fortunate 1 

. ^or poets fancy h>m --,^^. Puke ol 

'^'"? «^i fiti !«»'»«' ^u-„r.oa remained thereu 
figure. •f«»'*^'** 
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TO SIGNIOR ANTONIO VERfi[lO>, 
AT HAMPTON COURT, BY MR. BUCKEREDGEi 

0» THE GRANT OF WQOIXSTOCIC PARK, &C, 
TO THE OUkB OP MARLBOROUGH, 1704. 

T> Enown'd in arms when mighty Heroes rife,' 
•'■^ Til' immortal Mufc in laftiag numbers wrics 
To future ages to tranfmlt their fanie, 
And ^ve them, after death, a living naAie. 
The fields of I>lifs below, the fiiady groVd, 
Were the reward of all tTieir tolls above ; 
The Mantuan Swain has fiird the folemn place 
With the \Vr6ath*d worthies of his Roman race ; 
While greater* MaflboroUgb difdains to wait, 
Mature for Parte, th^ ftoW approach of Fate, 
But reaps that glorious harveft whilft he lives, 
Which Tiitae t6 all his ancient Heroes gives. 
Elsiian (hades (hall now no' more be fought. 
The gay creation of the Poet's thought; 
The royal gift difp'ays a nobler view; 
No' feigb'd Elyliuth can ejtcced the true. 
Woodftock her lov'd PlaYitagcnet no rtriord 
Laments, wiien Marlborough (hall her ftate reftoi'c; 
She for whortrGhaucer*s'tuncfiil lyre was flrutig. 
And Wilmot's Mufe in fofttif tfarifp6rt fung, 
From lohcly bowers her Ibfty hcfad (hall rear. 
And chearful, like her coriqucring' Lord, appeal*. 
Through her cool'glsftles, 6h every verdant plain. 
Eternal Plenty, Pdace, and' Plcafurc reign : 

♦ S«e an account*of Verno in iClr. Walpolc's Anecdotes, 
fol. III. p. 34. R. 

M 3 ^^'^ 
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High on her walls. Imperial Eagles tell, 

By bolder hands how fierce Bavarians fell ; 

Here we behold, by Verrio's pencil wrought. 

The numerous fpoils from Swabian conquefls brought ; 

How o*er th' oppoiing Schellenberg he run. 

Which none before but great Guflavus woo. 

Here, camps affaulted, and a city florm'd 2 

There, on expanded plains, the battle form*d ; 

Through feas of blood the fiery courfers fly. 

And rapid flreams and tfiundering brafs defy i 

While echoing cliflfs and fylvan heights around 

With groans and (houts alternately refound. 

Surrendering fquadrons with their lilies torn. 

And haughty chiefs before his prowefs born j 

In exile One, and One beneath his chain, 

Strive for a Crown and Liberty in vain. 

Gild his viflorious car, bold Artid ; draw 
Albion rejoicing, and the World in awe } 
Paint in full fplendor all his a£ls, that claim 
Triumphant laurels and immortal fame. 
Make him Gaul's glittering flowers in homage yield. 
To fix them fafter in Britannia's Ihield ; 
Let Auflria's facred branch in flate defcend. 
To view the Vi£lor, and applaud the Friend ; ' 
Let your great genius on the canvafs (how. 
How the fvvift Rhine, and how the Danube flow^ 
How eadward this, in flreaming purple Arays, 
How that, his captives to our coads conveys $ 
How thus the trophies, he at once has won^ 
Hafte to the rifing and the fetting fun. 

TO 
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TO A LADY OF Q^UALITYV 

ON HER INTENDBD VOYAGE INTO TURKEY* 
B Y M R. B U C K E R E D G Ef. 

TXTH Y (hould the charming Galatea flitin 

The bleeding conquefh that her eyes hare won ? 
Oh ! flay, and give us yet a gentler fate ; 
For abfence is more cruel tlian your hate. 
L^ye in thofe eyes fo abfolutely reigns. 
We *re flaves by choice, nor wi(h to quit our chains; 
Vain of our wounds, and proud to be undone. 
We would not from the glorious ruin run. 
Her charms the limit of an ifle difdain. 
And fpread a powerful empire o'er the main. 
Shall ihe to barbarous coafls from hence remove. 
And melt their tyrant hearts witli flames of love ? 
To punifh haughty flaves, that proudly dare. 
Triumph o'er beauty, and infult the fair? 
£v'n he, whofe nod a thoufand beauties wait, > 
And, wifliing, (ilently expe6): their fate ^ 

* Lady Mary Chambers, eldcil daughter to the earl ot 
Berkeley, and fitter to lady Betty Germaine. She had been 
one of the maids of honour to Queen Mary, and was mar- 
ried to Sir Thomas Chambers of Han well, Middlefex. N. 

•(• Thcfe lines have been improperly attributed to Sir Wil-i 
liam Trumball, who went ambaflador to Conftan'tinople ; and 
as his I have copied them in a note on the Supplement to 
Swift. They are now reftored to Mr Buckeredge on the 
anthority of Jacob, who appears to have had fu£cient foun- 
dation for what he aflerts on this head. N« 

M 4 AWd 
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Aw'd by her charms, fhall a juft vengeance meet, 
wStodiraa*llaye.defpairin^a|herfe«ii : / - 

Make wretched we your tedious abfence mourn : 
Let then the barbarous nations foon reftore 
Fair Galaj;^a tq^ the Biiiiih. ibPK ; 
Klic th^y expe£l in ^in the war ihould ceeCe, 
And England's Moderator iigns m vain xhs peaces 

ON THE TOASTING GLAS&BS 
OF THE KIT-CAT CLUB*. 1703. 

DUTCHESS OF ST. ALBANS f. BY L.. K. 

' j ^ H E Saints above can aik, but not befiow; 
This Saint can give all happinefs below. 

LADY BRIDGEWATER. BY MR. M AYNWARINCr* 

All health to her, in whofe bright form we find 
Excefs of charms with native mceknefs join'd j 
Whofe tender beauty, fafe in Virtue's care. 
Springs from a race fo fruitful of the Fair, 
That all Antiquity can boaft no more ; 
For Vtnus and the Graces were but Four J. 

♦» Several vcrfes of the fame fort, by. Halifax, Lanfdownrf 
Ad^ifoD, and Garth, are printed, in the I^nglilh Poets, among 
the works, of their refpcdtive authors. Of the Club itfelf, fee 
in. account in the Supplement to Swift. N. 

f Lady Diana Vero, daughter to Aubrey earl of Oxford. N. 
^ Of whom, /bme particulars ihall be given hereafter. N« 
||, ElUabetb, countefs of Bridgewater, was the third of the 
*4ukf of Marlborough's .very bcaaufuidjiwghters. Nw 

4 DUTCU- 
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DirrciTEsrs or BtAtnrdRt***. 
Empire the Daughter and the Shr divide, 

She reigns in Bcawty fovcreign, he in WiCy 
Thus as in blood, they are in power aUy'd*, 

To him our minds, to her our hearts fubmit. 

DUTCHESS OF BOLTON f. BIT DTK. B— • 

Flat contradiftions wage in Bolton wat ! 

Yet her the Toaftcrs as a goddefs prize ; 
Her Whiggilh tongue does zealoufly declare 

For freedom, but for flavery her eyes. 

MRS. BARTON t. BY LORD^ HALIFAX. 

Stampt with her reigning charms, this ftandaid-glafs 
Shall current through the realms of Bacchus pafs ; 
Full fraught with beauty, fliall new flames impart, 
And mint her ihining image on the heart, 

MRS. BARTON. 

Beauty and Wit drove each, in vain. 
To vanquilh Bacchus and his train ; 

• Latty Mary Sackville, only daughter of Gharles' carl of 
Dorfet. N. 

^ Lady Henrietta Crofts, daughter of the dulce of Mon- 
mouth. N. 

J Catharine, widow of colonel Barton, and niece to Sir 
Ifaac Newton. After the death of his lady, the earl of Ha- 
lifax felef^ed Mrs. Barton to fuperintend his domcftic affairs. 
Being young,, beautiful, and gay, it was not likely that Ihe 
Ihould efcapc the cenfure which was undefervedly pafled oa 
her. But <he is fuppofed to have been a woman of ftrift ha* 
Hour and virtue ; and the Earl's very high regard appears by 
the liberal proviiion he made for her in hisinU.> N. 

But 
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But Barton, with fuccefsful charms^. 
From both their quivers, drew, her arms;^ 
The roving God his fway reilgns^* 
And awfully fubmits his. vines*. 

MRS. BARTON.. 

AtBarton's feet the God of Lova 

His arrows and his quiver lays. 
Forgets he has a throne above. 

And. with this lovely creature ftayi*. 
Kot Venus' beauties are more bright. 

But each appear fo like the other, 
That Cupid lias miftook the. right, 

And takes the nymph to be his mothcn. 

MRS. BRUDENELL. BY MR. C. 
Look on the lovelieft tree that fhades the park,. 
And Brudenell you will find upon the bark $ 
Look on the faiieft glafs that 's nll'd the moft, . 
And Brudenell you will find the fairefl toad; 
Look on her eyes, if you their light can bear, 
And Love himfelf you '11 find fits toalling.thercv. 

MRS. BRUDENELL. 

Imperial Jiino gave her ipat^hlefs grace. 
And Hebe's youthful bloom adorns her fac« ; 
Bright as the ftar that leads the heavenly h'oft, 
Brudenell precedes the glory of the toafl. 

MRS. CLAVERINE- BY MR. C — 

Such beauty, joined with fuch harmonious (kiir,\ 
Muft doubly charm, then let us doubly fill. 
If Mufick be Love's food, as Lovers think. 
When Clavcrine 's nam'd, then toaflin^is his drink 
a LA 
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LADY CARLISLE*. 

Behold this Northern fear's aufpicious light 2 
Our fainter beauties ihine not half fo bright. 
Form'd to attra£i» yet certain to repel, 
Her charms are blazing, but (he guards them well. 

LADY CARLISLE. 

She o'er all hearts and toails muil reign, 
Whofe eyes out-fparkle bright champaign ; 
Or (when (he will vouchfafe to fmile) 
The brilliant that now writes Carlifle. 

LADY CARLISLB. 

Great as a Goddefs, and of form divine. 
Our heads we- bend, and all our hearts reiign : 
Like Heaven, (he rules with an imperial fway. 
And teaches to adore and to obey. 

LADY CARLISLE. 

Approach, ye mean coquettes, and view her well, 
Finiih'd within, as fuits the Aately (hell; 
Smile on your fops, and (laves of fools create ; 
But, if you '11 conquer men, like her be fair and great* 

MRS. COLLIER. BY MR. MAYNWARING. 

No wonder Scots our kingdom would invade. 
Since we have (loVn from thence this lovely maid : 
Troy's myftic tales a prophecy appear 
Of wars prededin'd to be fought for her ; 
And all thofe charms, the Grecian Poets give 
Their fancy'd Helen, in this beauty live. 

MRS. DUNCH. BY DR. B— 

O Dunch ! if fewer with thy charms are fir'd. 
Than when by Godfrey's name thou waft admir'd, 

^ Anne, only rnrviving daughter of Arthur earl of EiTex. K. 
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'Tis not that mamage makes tliee forth lefs fair. 
But then we hop'd> and* now we mtfff defj^air. 

Fair Dunch's eyes fuch radiarft giariirfs- cfeftf ^ 
As* warm the coldcft bofom wirfcf defire ^ 

Thofe heavenly orbs mufl: nfccfd* 3ftt!ra6^ the heart. 
Where ChurdliU's fwectncfs foftcns Godfrey'* fire 

KTRi. P. DASll^OO'D. ' 

Fair as the blulhing grtfpc ihe ftands, 

Excites our hopcs^ and tempts our hands- 1 
Blolibms and fruit together meet, 
As Autumn ripe, and April fweet. 

WRS. mo BY. BY MR. C-*- 

Why laughs the wine, with which thi^ glafs is crbWa' 
Why leaps ray heart, to hear this hcaflth- g6 round ? 
Digby warms both with fym pathetic fires ; 
Her name the glafs, her form my heart itifpircs. 

MRS. DI-GEY. 

No wonder Ladies that at court anpear, 

And in front-boxes fparkle aU the year, 

Are chofen toafts! 'twas Digby's matchlefs^ frairte 

7'hat, Caefar like, but faw and overcame. 

LADY H COOOLPHIN. BY MR. MAYNWAITINVKi 

Godolphin'b* eafy and unpra£tis*d air 
Gains without art, and governs without care. 
Her conqering race with various fate furprile ; 
Who 'fcape their arms, are captives to her eyesr. 

MRS. GUYBONS. "BTt I>R. E^ — 

Could Grecian maders from the flHides return, 
To copy Guybons, 'twould advance their art i- 

*'Henrictti, ddeft-daitghtevof tbe'dulto (jf A^Dariborougli. 

Thci 
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Their's never made but one with pafBon burn» 
And this Belle Venus conquers every heart. 

LADY HARPER. 

In Harper all the Loves and Graces Aine, 
Gay as our mirth, and fparkling as our wine. 
Here ^s to the Fair— Were poifon in t!\e cup, 
Might fhe be blefs'd, thus would I /drink it up. 

MRS. DI. KIRK. BY MR. C — 

Fair-written name, but deeper in my heart j 
A diamond cannot cut like Cupid's dart. 
Quickly the. cordial of her health apply; 
for when I ceafe to toaft bright Kirk, I die, 

MRS. DI. KIRK. 

So many charms Di. Kirk furround, 

'Tis pity (lie 's unkind { 
Her conquering eyes, not feeing, wound, 

As Love dans home, though Wind. 

MRS. LONG ^. BY THE LORD WHARTONp 

Fill the glafs ; let hautboys found, 
Whilft bright Longy's health goes round : 
"With eternal beauty bleft, 
Ever blooming, dill the beft i 
Drink your glafs, and think the reft; 

MRS. NJCUOIAS. BY DR. B— 

UnrivaVd Nicholas, whofe vi^otious eyes 
Lovf for a place of arms with darts fupply*d, 

* Anne, fitter to Sir James Long, and the intimate ac- 
quaintance of Mrs. Barton. They are both frequently men- 
tioned by Swift, in his Journal to Stella. Mrs. Long was 
obliged, by pecuniary diftrefs, to retire from the world ; and 
^i^ s^ Lynn, Dec. 22, 1 71 1. Sec the Supplement to Swift. N. 
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Does on the Toailers like fair Phoebe rife, 
To rule their wines, and pafljon's mighty tide, 

LADT ORREI^Y^. BY MR. MAT N WARING. 

Phoebus, from whom this Fair her wit derives. 
No toad beholds, though round the world he drives 
That charms fo much, or has fuch conquefl won. 
As this bright daughter of his darling fon. 

LADY ORRERY. 

Here clofe the lift, here end the female (Irife ; 
"S^ew here the dawn of heaven, and joys of life. 
Nature, to warm the world into defire, 
Makes Dorfet's charms in her fofc fex confpire. 
His youthful form, and his immortal fire. 

LADY RANELACH. 

The God of Love, aided by Cecil's charms. 
Upon his rival Bacchus turns his arms { 
When her idea govern*d in the heart, 
Ev'n wine encreafes, which ihould cure the fmart. 

DUTCHESS OF RICHMOND f. BY L. CARBERRY ^. 

Richmond has charms that continue our claim. 
To lay hold of the toaft that belongs to the name. 

MRS. STANHOPE. 

Soon as one Phoenix fought her kindred ikieSf 
A brighter xofe, and bleft our wondering eyes ; 
Then in a chearful bowl diflblve your cares, 
Since, faft as Heaven deprives, the Court repairs* 

• Mary, daughter to Richard earl of Dorfet, and wife t* 
Roger the fecond carl of Orrery. N. 

f Anne, daughter of Sir William Pultcncy. N. 

X See voL III. p. io6, where he is called lord Vaughan. N. 

LADY 
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LADY SUNDERLAND'S* PICTURE^ 
W^tb theft nvords undcr^ ** — Al> wna diicc omnes." 
ILearn by this portrait, how the Kit-cats toaft 5 
How charming thofe can fuch-like features boalL 
Vtom Nature's hand this vail profuiion came. 
And with as bright a foul informed the frame. 
She with no haughty airs her triumphs views | 
'So her great Pacher looks, when countries he fubcJues* 

MRS. TEMPEST. 

If perfect joys from perfe6b beauty rife, 
View Tempcft*s fhapc, her motions, and her eyes i 
Undoubted Q^ecn of Love, but Honour's ilave, 
Whilft thoufands languifh, ihe but one can fave. 

MRS. TEMPEST. 

Venus, contending for the golden ball, 
Us'd Helen's charms to bribe her judge withal: 
Had flie been ble{s*d with Tcmpcft's brighter eyes. 
Unborrowed beauty would have gained the prize. 

MRS. VERNON. 

London, no more thy trade or riches boaft. 
Within thy walls there lives the brighteft toaft, 
WKo lays no bait to pleafe, or drives to kill. 
Or, wanting nature, does fupply by ikill. 
Her air, hev mien, fuch darts are in her eyes. 
Who looks on Vernon, loves, adores, and dies* 

LADV WHARTON f. 

You Rakes, who midnight judges iic 
Of Wine, of Beauty, and of Wit, 
For Mercury and Cupid's fake 
Two bumpers to fair Wharton take ; 

* Anne, fecond daughter to the duke of Marlborough. N 
•}• I*ady Lucy ] of ¥rhom, fee above, p. 10. N. 

Fo 
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For in that graceful charmtng ftell 
The Gods of Wic and Pkafure dwell. 

NYMPtflDIA. THE COURT O^ FA 
BY MICHAEL DRAYTON*, 

|I.O Chaucer doth of Topas eel]. 
Mad Rabelais of Pantagruell, 
A latter third of DowfalielL 

With fuch poor trifles playing : 
Ocl^ers the like have labour'd at. 
Some of this thing, and fome of diat» 
And many of they know not what. 
But that they mud be faying. 

Another fort there be, that will 
Be talking of the Fayries ftill, 
Nor never can they have their fill. 

As they were wedded to them ; 
No tales of them their third can (lake. 
So much delight therein they rake, 
And fome flran^e thing they fain would m 

Knew they the way to do them. 

Then (ioce no Mufe hath been fo bold> 
Or of the later, or the old, 
Thofe elvifli fecrtts to unfold. 

Which lie from others reading. 
My a£tive Mufe to light ihall bring 
The Court of that proud Fayrie King, 
And tell there of the Revelling. 

Joao, profper my proceeding. 

♦ Of whom, fee voL I. p. 258. N« 
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And thoUy Nymphidia, gentle Fay, 
Whichy meeting me upon tlie way, 
Thefe fecrets didft to me betray. 

Which now I am in telling ; 
My pretty light fantafUc maid, 
I here invoke thee to my aid. 
That I may fpeak what thou haft faid^ 

In numbers (moothly fwelling. 

This palace flandeth in the air. 
By necromancy placed there. 
That it no tempefts needs to fear. 

Which way fo e'er it blow it ; 
And fomewhat fouthward tow'rd the noon^ 
Whence lies a way up to the moon, 
And thence the Fary can as foon 

Pafs to the earth below it. 

The walls of fpiders legs are made. 
Well mortized and finely laid. 
He was the ma(ler of his trade 

It curioufty that builded ; 
The windows of the eyes of cats, . 
And for the loofy inflead of flats, 
Is cover'd with the fkins of bats, 

That are with moon-ihine gilded. 

Hence Oberon him fport to make 
(Their reft when weary mortals take), 
And none but only Farics wake, 
Dcfcendeth for his pleafurc. 

Vol. V. N And 
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• ■ 

And Mab his^merry <tu?©tt by night 
Beftrides young folks th?it lie upright, 
(In elder times x1\q mare that.hight) 
Which plagues them out -of fneafure. 

Hence ihadows, feeming idle (hapcs, 

Of little frifking elves ami apes, 

To carth'do make their wanton'Tcapcs, 

As hope of paftime hades them : 
Which maids think on the hetnh they fee. 
When fires well near confumcd he. 
There dancing havs hy two J>nd thre^, 

Jull as their fancy cafts rl^eti). 

Thefe make our girls their flattery rue, 
'By pinching them both black and blue; 
•And put a penny in their (hoc, 

The houfc for cleanly f weeping r 
And in their courfcs make that round* 
In meadows, and in marflies found, 
^Of them fo caird the Fary ground. 
Of which they have the keeping. 

■ Thefe when a child haps to be got, 
'Which after, proves an idiot, 
When folk perceives it thrivcth not. 

The fault therein to Another, 
'Some filly doatifig brainlcfs calf. 
That uiiderrtands things by the half, 
Says that the Fary left his oaf, 
J^ad.took Mvay the other. 
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But liftcn, and [ fhall you tell, 
A cliatice in Fary that befell, * 
Which certainly may pleafe fovnt wcllj 

In love and arms delighting : 
Of Oberon, that jealous grew 
Of one of his own Fary crew. 
Too well (he fear'd) his Queen that knew, 

His love but ill requiting. 

Pigwiggcn vvas this Fary Knight, 

One wondrous gracious in the fight 

Of fair Queen Ma!), wliich day and nii;hc 

He amorouflv o!)rcrvcd ; 
Which made King Oberon fufpcft 
I-Jis ft-rv ice took too good effect. 
His faucinefs he often checked, 

And could have wifii'd hii'q ftarvcd. 

■Pigwig^cw glafdly would commend, 
^omc token to Qncen Mab to fcni?, 
If fca, orlattd, him- aught could lend, 

Were worthy of her weai*ing; 
At length this loVer doth dcvrfc 
A bracelet, made of emmet's e^Tcs, 
A thing he thought that Ihe would priz«f 

No whit her ftatc impaidn^ 

And to the Queen a letter writes. 
Which he molt CUT iouflyendites, 
Coniv.iin^ her, by aril thie" rites" 
Ot Love, Ihe would be* plcafeif 

N * T« 
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To meet him, her true fcrvanty where 
They might, without fufpe£l: or fcai:, 
Thcmfelvcs to one anotlier clear. 
And have their poor hearts eafed* 

At midnight the appointed hour. 
And for the Q^een a fitting bower, 
(Qjjoth he) is that fair cowflip flower. 

On Hipcut hill that groweth; 
In all your train there's not a Fay, 
That ever went to gather May, 
Bat (he hath ^ade it in her way. 

The tailed there that knoweth. 

When by Tom Thumb, a Fary page. 
He fent it, and doth him engage, 
By promifc of a mighty wage, 

It fecrctly to carry : 
Which done, the Queen her maids doth call, 
And bids them to be ready all. 
She would go fee her fummer hall, 

She could no longer tarry. 

Her chariot ready ilraight is made. 
Each thing therein is fitting laid. 
That (he by nothing might be ftaVd, 

For naught mufl her be letting. 
Four nimble gnats the horfes were. 
Their harnelTes of golTamere, 
Fly Cranion her charioteer. 

Upon the coach-box getting. 
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Her chariot of ^ fhaiPs fine fhell. 
Which for the colours did excelb 
The fair Qjieen Mab becoming welly 

So lively was the limning: 
The feat the foft wool of the bee ; . 
The cover (gal^Iantly to fee) * 
The wing of a pied butterflee^ 

I trow 'twas (imple trimming. 

The wheels compos'd of cricket's bones^ . 

And daintily made for the nonce, . 

F^or fear of rattling on the (lones, - . \ 

With thiftle down they fhod it i ^ 
For all her maidens much did fear. 
If Oberon had chanc'd to hear 
That Mab his Queen (hould have been there, . 

He would not have aboad it. 

She mounts her chariot in a trice, 
Nor would (he (lay for no advice, ■ 
Until her maids that were fo nice 

To wait on her were fitted, 
But ran heifelf away alone ; 
Which when they heard, there was not one 
But hailed after to be gone. 

As ihe had been difwitted. 

Hop, and Mop, and Drop fo clear, 
Pip, and Trip, and Skip, that were 
To Mab their Sovereign ever dear j 
Her fpecial maids of honour c 

N 3 Fib, 
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Fib, and Tib, and Pinck, and Piny 
Tick, and Q^ipkt and Jill, and Jin* 
Tit, and Nit, and Wap, and Win, 
The train that wai; ijppn her.^ 

Upon a graflioppcr tlicV got, - 

And what with amble, and with trot, . 
For hedge nor ditchtTiey fpared not. 

But after her tliey hie them. 
A cobweb ovet them they throw, 
To (hield the wind if it ffaould b!ow, . 
Themfelves tliey wifely could bellow. 

Left any (bouid efpy them. 

But let us leave Q^een Mab awhile. 
Through many a gate, o'er many a (lile,. 
That now has gotten by this wile. 

Her dear Pigwiggcn kiifing ; 
And tell how 01>eron doth fare, 
Who grew as mad as any hare. 
When he had fought each place with care. 

And found his Queen was mifHng. 

By grifly Pluto he doth fwear. 

He rent his cloaths, and tore his hair, 

And as he runneth here and there. 

An acorn cup he grecttth ; 
Which foon he taketh by the (lalk, 
About his head he lets it walk, 
Nor doth he any creature baulk. 

But lays on all he mecteth. 

The 
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The Tufcan Poet* doth advance 
The frantic Palatine of France ; 
And thofe more ancient do cnhaacc 

Alcides in his fury ; 
And others Ajax Telamon : 
But to this time there hath been none 
So Bedlam as our Oberon, 

Of which Idare alTure you. 

And firft encountering with a wafp. 

He in his arms the fly doth clafp, 

As though his breath he forth would grafp,^ 

Him for Pigwiggen taking : 
Where is my wife, thou rogue, quoth he, 
Pigwiggen, Ihe is come to thee, 
Reflore her, or thou dy'ft by me: 

Whereat the poor wafp, quaking, 

Cries, Oberon ! great Fary King, 
Content thee, 1 am no fuel: thing, 
I am a wafp, behoKl my fting : 

At which the Farv flarted : 
When foon away the wafp doth s^o, 
Poor wretch was never frighted I'o, 
He thought his- wings were much too flowv- 

0*erjoy'd, they fo were parted. 

He next upon a glow-worm light) 
(You muft fuppofe it now was night,) 
Which, for her hinder part was bright. 
He took to be a devil ; 

* Talfo.- 
N 4 And 
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And furiouily doth hcf afliiil 
For carrying fire in her tail, 
He thraflit her rough coat with his flail. 
The mad King fear*d no evil. 

A new adventure him hetides. 
He met an ant which he beflrides^ 
And poft thereon away he rides, 

Which with his hade doth flumble j 
And came full over on her fnout. 
Her heels \o threw the dirt about, 
For Ihe by no means could get out. 

But over him doth tumble. 

And falling down into a lake 
Which him up to the neck doth take. 
His fury fomewhat it doth flake, 

He callcth for a ferry ; 
Where you may fome recovery note. 
What was his club, he made hjs boat. 
And in his oaken cup doth float. 

As fate as in a wherry. 

Scarce fet on fhore, but therewithal 
He mectcth Puck, which moil men call 
Hobgoblin, and on him doth fall, 

With words from frenzy fpoken • 
Hoh, hoh ! (juoth Hob, God fave thy grace, 
Who dreft thee in this piteous cafe ? 
He thus that fpoil'd my Sovereign's face, 

I would his neck were broken. 



This 
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This Puck feems but a dreamingdolc^ 
Still walking like a ragged colt, 
And oft out of a bufli doth bolt,. 

Of purpofe to deceive us ; 
And', leading us, makes us to flray 
Long winter's nights out of the way. 
And when we flick in mire and clay 

Hob doth with laughter leave us. 

Dear Puck (quoth he) my wife is gone;. 
As e*cr thou lov'ft King Oberon,. 
Let every thing but this alone. 

With vengeance and purfue her | 
Bring her to me alive or dead, 
Or that vile thief, Pigwiggcn's head. 
That villain hath dtfil'd niy bed, 

He to this folly drew her. 

Quoth Puck, My liege I '11 never lin, 
But I will thorough thick and tliin,. 
Untill at length I bring her in. 

My deareft Lord ne*er doubt it ; 
Thorough brake, and thorough brier. 
Thorough muck, and thorough mire. 
Thorough water, thorough fire, 

And thus goes Puck about it. 

This thing Nymphidia over-heard. 
That on this mad King had a guard. 
Not doubting of a great reward, 
For firft this bulinefs broaching; 

And 




ttt MtS CELL ANY POEM^; 

And through the air away doth go. 
Swift as an arrow from the bow. 
To let her Sovereign Mab tp khow ' 
What peril was approaching* 

The Queen, bound with Love's powerful'^ c\ 
Sate with Pigwiggen arm in ann. 
Her merry maids that thought no hann 

About the room were ikipping : 
A humble-bee, their minftrel, play'd' 
ITpon his hautboy j every maid 
Fit for this revels was array *d. 

The horn-pipe neatly tripping. 

In comes Nymphidia, and dotli cry>. 
My fovereign, for your fafety fly, . 
For there is danger but too nigh, 

I polled to forewarn you : 
The King hath fent Hobgoblin out. 
To feek you all the fields about, 
And of your fafety you may doubt. 

If he but once difcern you. 

When like an uproar in a town. 
Before them every thing went down,. 
Some tore a ruff, and fome a gown, 

'Gainft one another juftling : 
They flew about like chaff i' th* wind. 
For hafte fome left their mafks behind j 
Some could not flay their gloves to find,. 

There never was fuch buflling. 

7 1 
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Kbrth ran they by a fccrct way. 

Into a brake that near them lay ; 

Yet much they doubted there to flay, ^ 

Left Hob ihould hap to find them i 
He had a iharp and piercing fight. 
All one to him the day and night. 
And therefore was refolv'd by flight 

To leave this place, behind them. 

At length one chancM ta find a nut, . 
Iq the end of which a hole was cnt^ 
Which lay upon a hazel-root. 

There fcatcer'd by a fquirrel : 
Which out the kernel gotten had ; 
When quoth this Fay, Dfear Q^een, be glailyV 
I^t Oberon be nc*er fo mad, 

1*11 fct you fafe from peril. 

Come ail into this nut (quoth (he) 
Come clofely in, be rul'd by me, , 
Each one may here a choofer he, . 

For room you need not wraflle. . 
Nor need you be together heapt : 
So one by one therein they crept. 
And lying down they foundly flepr, . 

And fafe as in a cadie. 

Nymphidia, that this wile doth watch, 
Perceiv'd, if Puck the Queen ihould catch, , 
That he fhould be her over-match. 
Of which fhc well bethought her j 

Found 
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Found it mufl be fome^powerful charm^ 
The Q^een againft him that mufl anb,- 
Or furelyht would do her harm^ 
For throughly he had fought her. 

And liftening ifihe aught could hear. 
That her might hinder, or might fear : * 
But finding flill the qoad was clear. 

Nor creature had defcry'd heri 
Each circumftance and having fcan'd/ 
She came thereby to^nderdand/ 
Fuck would be with them out of hand, . 

When to her charms fhe hied her. 

And firfl her fern-feed doth bedow, . 

The kernel of the mifTeltoe r 

And here and there as Puck fhould go, . 

With terror to affright him, 
She night-fhade fliTews to work him ill, . 
Therewith her vervain and her dill. 
That hindereth witches of their will,- 

Of purpoffr tcdefpite him. 

Then fprinkles fhe the juice of rue. 
That groweth' underneath the yewi 
With nine drops of the midnight dew. 

From Lunary diflilling : 
The molewarp's brain mixt therewithal. 
And with the fame the pifmire's gall. 
For (he in nothing ihort would fall, 

The Fayrie was fo willing. 
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"Then thricr under a briar doth creep. 
Which at both ends was Tooted deep, 
'And over it three times doth leap; 

Her magic much availing : 
'Then on Proferpina doth call. 
And fo upon her fpelldoth fall. 
Which here to you repeat I (Mtp 
Not in one tittle -failing. 

*** By the croaking of the frog. 
By th& howling of the dog, 
(By the crying of the hog, 

Againft the florm ariiing : 
By the evening curfew-bell. 
By the doleful dying knell, 

let this my direful fpell. 
Hob, hinder thy furprizing. 

** By the mandrake's dreadful groans. 
By the lubricanV fad moans. 
By the Aoife of dead mens* bones 

In chamel-houfes rattling : 
By the hiding of the fnake. 
The ruAling of the fire-drake, 

1 charge thee, thou this place forfake, 
Nor of Q^een Mab be prattling. 

'' By the whirlwind's hollow found, 
By the thunder*s dreadful flound, 
'Yells of fpirits under ground, 
1 charge^thee not to fear us t 

By 
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By the fcreech-oivVs difmal ztote. 
By the black nigkt^raven's throstt 
I charge thee. Hob, to teaf thy aiat 
With thorns, if thou come ncar"us.** 

Her fpeli thus fpoke, fhe ftept afide. 
And in a chink herfelf doth hide, 
To fee thereof what would betide. 

For (he doth only mind him : 
When prefently ihe Pack cfpic^j. 
And well fhe mark*d his gloatiiig eyes, 
'How under every leaf he pries* 

In feeking dill toiind them. 

But, once the circle gofwithin. 
The charms to work do ftraight -begtR, 
- And he was cauglit as in a gin; 

For as he thus was bufy, 
'A pain he ia his head^pirce' feels, 
Againd a flubbed tree he reels, 
*And up went poor Hobgoblin's heds^ 
Alas, his brain was dizzv. 

-At length upon hrjTfeet he gets, 
^Hobgoblin fumes. Hobgoblin- frets^ 
^ And as again he for^'ard lets, 

And through the buihes fcramblcs^; 
A Aump doth trip him in his pace, 
>X)own comes poor Hob upon his hz9f 
> And lamentably tore his cafe 
Amongfl the briers and bra«bk». 
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'A plague upon Qujeen Mab» qUoth he. 
And all her tnaidSy where-c*er they be ! 
I think the Devil guided me, 

To feck her fo provoked : 
Where, iVumbling at a piec^ of wood. 
He fell into a ditch of mud, 
Where to the* very chin he flood* 

Id danger to be choaked. 

Now worfe than e'er he was before, 

Poor Puck doth yell, poor Puck doth roary 

That wak'd-'Qiieen Mab, who doubted fore 

Some trcafon had been wrought her : 
Until Nymphidia told the Q^cen 
What (he had done, what (he had feen. 
Who then had well-near crack*d her fpleea 

With very extreme laughter. 

But leave we Hob to clamber outt 
Qneen Mab and all her Fayric rout : 
And come agam to have a bout 

With Oberon yet siadding : 
And with Pigwiggcn now diftrought. 
Who muoh wa$ troubled in his thoughc« 
That he fo lot^ the Qjieea had foQght, 

And through the Eelds was gadding* 

And as he runs, he ftill doth cry, 
•^' King Oberon, I thee defy. 
And dare thee here in arms to try> 
iFor my dear lady*! honoiur^ 

Foe 
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For that (he is a Qjicen right good^ 
In whofe. defence I '11 fhed my blood* 
And that thou in this Jealous mood 
Haft ]ay*d this dander on her.*' 

And quickly arms him for the field, 
A little cockle-fhell his fhield, 
'Which he could very bravely wield» 

Yet could it not be pierctd : 
His fpear abent, both (tiff and flrong^ 
And well near of two inches long : 
The^pile was of a horfe-fly's tongue, 

Whofe Iharpnefs nought reverfed. 

And puts him on a coat of mail, 
WMch was made of a fifh's fcale, 
ThatAvhen his foe fhould him alTail, 

No point fhould be prevailing : 
His rapier was a hornet's fling. 
It was a very dangerous tiling. 
For if he chanc'd to hurt the King, 

It would be long in healing. 

His helmet was a beetle's head, ,' 

Mofl horrible and full of dread, 
That was able to fhike one dead. 

Yet did it well become him : 
And for a plume, a horfe's hair. 
Which being toffed with the air. 
Had force to flrike his foe with fear, 

And turn his weapon from hinu 



Himfel 
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Himfelf he on an earwig fet, 

Yet fcarce he on his back could get, 

So oft and high he did curvet, 

Ere he himfelf could fettle : 
He made him turn, and flop, and bound, 
To gallop, and to trot the round j 
He fcarce coQld fiand on any ground. 

He was fo full oF mettle. 

When foon he met with Tomalin, 
One that a valiant Knight had been, 
And to King Obcron of kin ; 

Quoth he, " Thou manly Fayric, 
Tell Oberon 1 come prepar*d, 
Then bid him ftand upon his guard j 
This hand his bafenefs fhall reward. 

Let him be ne'er fo wary. 

Say to him thus, that I defy 
His (landers and his infamy, 
And as a monal enemy 

Do publickly proclaim him : 
Withal, that if I had mine own, 
He fhould not wear the Fayrie crown. 
But with a vengeance (hould come down, 

Nor we a King ihould name him." 

This Tomalin could not abide. 
To hear his Sovereign vilify 'd. 
But to the Fayrie court him hy'd j 
Full furioufly he poded. 
Vol. V. O With. 
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Wherefore, attended with her maids^ 
Through fogs, and mifls, and damps, Ihe wades, 
To Proferpinc the Queen of ihades, 

To treat, that it would pleafe her 
The caufe into her hands to take. 
For ancient love and friendlhip*s fake. 
And foon thereof an end to make, 

Which of much care would eafc hen 

A while there let we Mab alone j 
And come we to King Obecon, 
Who arm'd to meet his foe is gone, 

For proud Pigwiggen crying ; 
Who fought the Fayrie King as faft^ 
And had fo well his journsys caft, 
That he arrived at the laft, 

His puiirant foe efpying* 

Stout Tom all n came with the King, 
Tom Thumb cloth on Pigwiggen bring. 
They perfeft were in every thing 

To fingle fights belonging : 
And therefore ihey themfclves engage, 
To fee them exercife their rage, 
With fair and comely equipage. 

Not one the other wronging. 

So like in arms thcfe champions were, 
As they h>d been a very pair, 
So that a man would almofl fwenr. 
That either had been either : 

O 2 Their 
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Their furious deeds began to neigh» 
.That they were heard a mighty way. 
Their flaves upon their reds they lay : 
Yet, ere they flew together, 

'Their feconds minifter an oath, 
Which was indifferent to them both, 
That, on their knightly faith and troth. 

No magick them fupplied ; 
And fought them that they had no charms. 
Wherewith to work each other's harms. 
But came with iimple open arms. 

To have their caufes tried. 

Together furioufly thay ran, 

'That to the ground came horfe and man. 

The blood out of their helmets fpan, 

So fharp were their encounters : 
And though they to the earth were thrown, 
Yet quickly they regain'd their own, 
Such nniihlcnels was never (hewn ; 

They were two gallant mounters. 

When in a fccond courfe again 

They forward came with might and main, 

Y'et which had better of the twain. 

The feconds could not judge yet ; 
Their fhields were into pieces cleft. 
Their helmets from their heads were reft. 
And to defend them nothing left : 

Thcfe champions would not budge yet. 



Away 
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Away from them their ftaves they threw, 
Their cruel fwords they quickly drew. 
And freflily they the fight renew j 

They every ftroke redoubled : 
Which made Proferpina take heed, 
And make to them the greater fpced. 
For fear left thev too much fhouid bleed. 

Which wondroufly her troubled. 

When to th* infernal Styx fhe goes, 
She takes the fogs from thence that rofc, 
And in a bag doth rhcm inclofe j 

When well fhe had them blended, 
She hies her then to Lethe Ipring, 
A bottk and thereof doih brir.g, 
Whw-rewith fhe meaut to Work ihc tliirg*. 

Which only flie intended. 

Now Proferpine wiih ?viab is gone 
Unto the place where Oberon 
And proud Pigwtg;:^n, one to one, 

Both to bi flain were likely : 
And there themWvcb they cloiely hide, . 
Becaufe they would not be efpy'd, 
For Proferpine meant to decide 

The matter very quickly. 

And fuddenly unties the poke. 
Which out of it lent fuch a fmoke 
As ready was them all to choke^ ■ 
So grievous was the pother t 

O ^ Sa 
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So that the Knights e«ch other loft^ 
And Aood as'flill as any pod, 
Tom Thumb nor Tomalin could boift 
Themfclves of any •other. 

But when the mi ft *gan feme what ceafe^ 

Proferpina commandeth peace. 

And that a while they fhould releafe 

Each other of their peril ; 
** Which here, quoth Ihe , I do proclaim 
To all, in dreadful Pluto's name, 
That, as ye will efchew his blame. 

You let me hear the quarrel. 

But here yourfelves you mud engage. 
Somewhat to cool your fplecnifli rage. 
Your grievous thirft and to affiiage. 

That firft you drink this liquor 5 
Which fhall your underftanding clear. 
As plainly ihall to you appear; 
Thofe things from me that you (hall he«ur> 

Conceiving much the quicker/' 

This Lethe water, you muft know, 
The memory deftroyeth fo. 
That of our weal, and of our woe. 

It all remembrance blotted : 
Of it nor can you ever think. 
For they no fooner took this drink. 
But nought ii^to their brains could link 

Of what bad them befotted* 



K)D{ 
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King Oberon forgotten had, 

That he for jcaloufy ran m^d, 

But of his Queen was wondrous glad. 

And afk'd how they came i!iither ; 
Pigwiggen hkevvife doth forget 
That he Q^een Mab had ever met, 
Or that they were fo hard befct, 

When they were found together. 

Nor neither of thcni both had thought, 
That e'er they had each other fought g 
Much lefs that they a combat fought, 

But fuch a dream were loathing : 
Tom Thumb had got a little fup, 
And Tomalin fcarce kifs'd the cv.'p» 
Yet .had their brains fo fure lockt-up, 

That they remcmbcr'd nothing. 

Queen Mab and her light maids the while, 
Amongft themfelves do clofely finile. 
To fee the King caught with this wile. 

With one another -efting : 
And to the Fayrie court they went, 
With mickle joy and merriment, 
Which thing was done with good intent, 

And thus I left them feailing. 



O 4 THE 
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THE QJJ EST OF CYNTHIA. 

BY MICHAEL DRAYTON. 

TXT HAT time the groves were clad in green, 
^ ^ The fields dreft all in flowers. 
And that the ileek-hair'd nymphs were feen. 
To feek them fummer bowers j 

Forth rov'd I by the fliding rills 

To find where Cynthia fat, 
Whofe name So often from the hills 

The £chos wondered at. 

When me upon my queft to briogy 

That pleafure might excel, 
The birds ftrove which (hould fweetlieft fing, 

The flowers which (hould fweeteft fmell. 

Long wandering in the woods, faid I, 

Oh, whither 's Cynthia gone ? 
When foon the Echo doth reply 

To my lad word, Go on. 

At length upon a lofty fir. 

It was my chance to find. 
Where that dear name moft due to her 

Was carv*d upon the rind. 

Which whilft with wonder I beheld, 

The bees their honey brought, 
And up the carved letters fill'd. 

As they with gold were wrought. 

Afld 
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And near that tree's more fpacious root. 

Then looking on the ground, 
The ihape of her mod dainty foot 

Imprinted there I found. 

Which fluck there like a curious fealy 

As though it fhould forbid 
Us, wretched mortals, to reveal 

What under it was hid. 

Betides, the flowers which it had prefs'd, 

Appeared to my view 
More freOi and lovely than the reft. 

That in the meadows grew. 

The clear drops in the (leps that flood,. 

Of that delicious girl. 
The nymphs amongd their dainty food 

Drank, for diiTolved pearl. 

The yielding fand where fhe had trod. 

Untouched yet with the wind, 
By the fair poflure plainly fhew'd 

Where I might Cynthia find. 

When on upon my waylefs walk, 

As my defires me draw, 
I like a madman fell to talk 

Witli every thing I faw. 

I aik'd fome lilies, why fo white 

They from their fellows were ; 
Who anfwcr*d me, that •* Cynthia's fight 

Had made them look fo clear." 

laflL^d 
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I afk'cl a codding violet, why 

It fadly hung the head j 
It told me, " Cynthia late pafs'd by. 

Too foon fronn it (he fled." 

A bed of rofcs faw I there, 
Bewitching with their grace: 

Be fides, fo wondrous fwcct they wtn. 
That they perfum'd the place. 

I of a ihrub of thofe enquir'd. 

From others of that kind, 
Who with fuch virtue them infpir'dy 

It anfwer'd (to my mind), 

'* As the bafe hemlock were we fuch. 
The poifon'dft weed that grows* 

Till Cynthia, by her god-like touch. 
Transform 'd us to the rofc: 

Since when thofe frofts that winter biings. 

Which candy every green, 
Renew us like ;he teeming fprings, 

And we thus freih arc fcen." 

At length I on a fountain light, 

Whofe brim with pinks was platted ; 

The bank with dijffadillies dight. 
With grafs like {leave was matted. 

When I demanded of that well. 
What power frequented there ( 

Defiring it would pleafe to tell 
What name ijc us'd to bear. 
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It told mc, " it was Cynthia's own, 

Within whofc chearful brims 
That curious nymph had oft been knowu 

To bathe her fnovvv limbs. 

Since when that water had the power 

Loft maiden-heads to reftore. 
And make one twenty in an hour^ 

Of -fifon's age before :'' 

And told me, ** that ihe bottom clear^ 

Now laid with many a fet 
Of feed-pearU ere ihe bath'd her there. 

Was known as black as jet." 

When chance me to an arbor led. 

Whereas I might behold 
Two bleft Elyiiums in one fled. 

The lefs the great enfold. 

The place which ihe had chofen out| 

Hcrfelf in to repofc: 
Had they come down, the Gods no doub( 

The very fame had chofe. 

The wealthy Spring yet never bore 

That fweet, nor dainty flower. 
That damaik'd not the cbcquer'd floor 

Of Cynthia's fummer bower. 

The birch, the myrtle, and the bay^ 

Like friends did all embrace ^ 
And their large brsuches did diipla/^. 

To canopy the place. 

r Whew 
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Where (he like Venus doth appear, 

Upon a rofy bed ; 
As lilies the foft pillows were. 

Whereon (he laid her head. 

Heaven on her ihape fuch coil beftow'd^ 
And with fuch bounties blefl : 

JSo limb of hers but might have made 
A Goddefs at the lead* 

The flies by chance mefht in her hair, 
By the briglit radiance thrown 

From her clear eyes, rich jewels were> 
They fo like diamonds ihone. 

The meaneft weed the foil there bar&» 

Her breath did fo refine, 
That it with woodbine durft compare. 

And heard the eglantine. 

The dew which on the tender grafs 

The evening had diflill'd, 
To pure rofe- water turned was, 

The (hades with fweets that fill'd. 

The winds were hu(h*d, no leaf fo fmall 

At all was fccn to llir : 
Whilft, tuning to tlic water's fall, 

The fmall birds fang to her, 

Where (he too quickly ms cfpics. 

When I might plainly fee 
A thoufand Cupids from her eyes 

Shoot all at once at me» 



Into 
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** Into thefe fecret fhades, cried fhtp 

How dar'il thou be fo bold 
To enter, confecrate to me, 

Or touch this hallow'd mold ? 

Thofe words, ihe faid, I can pronounce 

Whieh to that fhape can bring 
Thee, which the hunter had who once 

Saw Dian in the fpring.*' 

** Bright nymphy again I thus reply. 

This cannot me affright : 
I had rather in thy prefence die. 

Than live out of thy fight. 

I firft upon the mountains high 

Built altars to thy name ; 
And graved it on the rocks thereby. 

To propagate thy fame. 

I taught tiie (hepherds on the downs, 

Of thee to frame their lays : 
'Twas I that fill'd the neighbouring towns 

With ditries of thy praife. 

Thy colours I devis'd with care. 

Which were unknown before ; 
Which fmce that, in their braided hair. 

The Nymphs and Sylvans wore. 

Transform me to what ihape you can, 

I pafs not what it be : 
Yea what mod hateful is to man, 

So I may follow thee." ^ 

Which 
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Which when (he heard, full pearly floodft 

I in her eves might view : 
Quoth ihc, ** Mod welcome to tl»cfc wood^ 

Too mean for one (o true. 

Here from the hateful world we *11 live, 

A den of mere defpight j 
To idiots only that doth give, 

Which be her fole delight. 

To people the infernal pit, 

That more and more doth drive. 

Where only vjlkiay is wit, 
And Devils only thrive. 

Whofe vilenefs us fliall never awe : . . 

But here our fpoits (liall be, 
Such as the golden world firft faw, 

Moft innocent and free. 

•Of fimples in thcfs groves that grow. 
We '11 learn Uie perfeft Ikill i 

The nature of each herb to know. 
Which cures, and which can kill* 

The waxen palace of the bee 

We feeking will furpriztf, 
The curious workmanship to (at. 

Of her full-jadep thighs. 

We '11 fucK t;h? fweets out ©f tlie c»mb^ 
And make the Cods repine i 

As they do feafi: in Jove's great roooif 
To fee widi what we dine. 



\ 
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Yet when there haps a honey-fall, 

We '11 lick the fyi upt leaves : 
And tell the bees that theirs is gall. 

To this upon the greaves. 

The nimble fquinel noting here, 

Her molly dray that makes. 
And laugh to fee the lufty deer 

Come bounding o'er the brakes. 

The fpider's web to watch we '11 ftand. 

And when it takes the bee, 
We Ml help out of the tyrant's hand 

Tbe innocent to frte* 

Sometime we *11 angle at the brook. 

The freckled trout to take, 
With filken worms, and bait tl\e hook, 

Which him our prey fliall make. 

Of meddling with fuch fubtl« tools, 

Such dangers that enclofe. 
The moral is, that painted fools 

Are caught with (ilken &ows« 

And when the moon doth once appear) 

We *11 trace the lower grounds. 
When Fairies in their ringlets there 

Do dance tlieir nightly rounds : 

And have a flock of turtle-doves, 

A guard 00 us to keep, 
As witnefs of our honeft loves. 

To watch ws till we ftecp." 

Which 
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Which fpoke, I felt fuch holy fires 

To overfpread my breaft. 
As lent life to my chaftc defircs. 

And gave me endlefs reft. 

By Cynthia thus do I fubfifl. 
On Earth Heaven's only pride 5 

Let her be mine, and let who lift 
Take all the world befide. 



TO A LADY, 

WHO ASK'D, "WHAT IS LOVE?' 

T O V E *S no irregular deiire, 
•*^ No fudden ftart of raging paiDy 
Which in a moment grows a fire. 
And in a moment cools again. 

Not found in the fad Sonnetteer, 

Who fings of darts, defpair, and chainSy 

And by whofe fenfelefs verfe 'tis clear. 
He wants not only heart, but brains. 

Nor is it centred in the Beau, 
Who iighs by rule, in order dies, 

Whofe all confifls in outward (hew. 
And want of wit by drefs fuppUes. 

No, Love is fomething fo divine, 
Defcription would but make it lefsi 

'Tis what I know, but can't define, 
'Tis what I feel, but can't exprefs. 

4 NER] 
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tNEllElDES: OR, SEA-ECLOGUES. 
«Y MR. JOHN DIAPER*, 1712. 

" Vbkus orta mari. 
"Sic, fie juvat ire fub^uMDAS." 

TO MR. CONGREVE. 

A S Merchants^ whofe funk trade and ebbing flocks. 
■*• Tear every Aorm, and dread the lurking rocks, 
Above its real worth their bark eitfure^ 
Then carelefs hug themfelves, and deep fecure. 

They 

* Of the life of this ingenious poet, but few particulars 
are known. He was bred at Baliol College, Oxford ; and 
by publishing the Eclogues liere re-printed obtained the pa- 
tronage of Swift, who thus defcribes the author and his poem: 
'< Here is a young fellow has writ fome fea-eclogues, poems 
of mermen, refembling pallorals of Ihepherds; and they 
are very pretty, and the thought is new. Mermen are he- 
mermaids Tritons, natives of the fea.— -His name is Diaper. 
I muft do fomething for him, and get him out of the way. 
I hate to have any new wits rife ; yet when they do rife, I 
would encourage them ; but they tread on our heels, and 
thruft us off the ilage." Journal to Stella, March 12, 1711-12. 
** The author of the Sea-Eclogues fent books to the Society 
yeilerday, and we gave him guineas apiece ; and may do fur- 
ther for him." lb. March 21. On the 23d of December Mr. 
Diaper prefented to Lordfiolingbroke a new philofophical po- 
em, <*The Dryades, or the Nymph's Prophecy," (re-printed In 
Poetical Calendar, vol. IX. p; 17.) " which, fays Swift, Is a 
very good one ; and I am to give him a fum of m^ney from 

Vol. V. P my 
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They hear of wrecks, and fear no inward paun. 

But feefning lof&s bring a real gain. 

So, would your fmiles protc6t the fearful Mufe, 

The vulgar praife I would with fcorn rcfufe. 

By you approved, condemn^ by all befide, 

1 *d court my fate, and fwcU with carekfs pride. 

Since novel treats our modern guils purfue, 

I hop'd at lead to pleafe by fometbing new. 

The Mufe long fought the woods and molly caves, - 

DefpisM the feas, and fearM the rolling waves. 

The flowery meadows and the whifpering trees ^ . 

Have oft been fung, and will hereafter pleafe. - 

my Lord : and I have contrived to make a Parian of him, for 
}ie is half one already, being in Deac jn's orders, and (cnFct-t 
fmall cure in the country ; but has a fword at his. tail, here in 
town. It is a poor little fhort wretch, but will do befl: in « 
gown, and we will make Lord Keeper give him a living.'* Two 
months after this, Swift kindly vifited him ** in a nafty gar. 
ret, very fick ; and gave him twenty guineas from Lord Be- 
lingbroke." Unfortunately for the poor poet, his friends loft 
their power before they had an opportunity of providing fer 
hifli; and he died a country curate, in I7i79in the 29th year 
of his age. Befides the " Nereides" and " Dryades," he pub- 
liihed an imitation of an Ode of Horace, which is printed ia 
the Supplement to Swift ; affifted Mr. Rowe in the tranila- 
tion of Quillet's ** Callip2edia," of which the firft half «f 
Book IV. is by Mr. Diaper ; and left behind him in MS. 
a tranflation of the three firft books of Oppian*s Halieutics, 
which were printed by fubfcription, in 8vo. 1722,- with the re- 
mainder of the work executed by Mr, Jones, who was lik^ 
wife of Baliol College. N. 

Coo 
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Gool ihady grots, and gently riiing hiUs, 
JioA the fofc murmurs of complaining rills. 
In ancient verfe defcrib'd, their fweets convey, 
And (till fucceediog Bards repeat the grateful lay. 
But the vaft unfeen manfions of the deep, 
\yhere fecret groves with liquid amber weep, 
Where blulhing fprigs of knotty coral fpread 
And gild the azure with a brighter red. 
Were ftill untouched — 
Befide^ the Mufe has no envenomM rage, 
Np party-wars her innocence engage, 
Kor partial falfehoods fbin the guilty page. 
She loves no pompous found, no lofty flrain, 
Kor foars to fenfe obfcure with aukward pain. 
But would plain fongs in artlefs verfe contrive, 
And, humbly modeft, only aiks to dive. 
Joys free and undidurb'd, and endlcfs loves, 
Xh^ Triton feeks, and every Nymph approves *, 

But 

* I (hall not liere repeat what JEIian and Pliny among 
the Antients, or Olaus Magnus, Rhannuiius, Alvarez, and 
other Moderns, have writ concerning Sea-animals in human 
ihape; which probably gave occalion to the Nereids, Tritons, 
and Syrens of the Antient Poets, and all the numerous Court 
of Nepttinc and Tethys. I ftiall not pretend to decide whe- 
ther thefe Marines have not fometimes (at leaA as to their 
outward parts) been found with bodies proportionable, and 
fimilar to ours; or whether the Sea-nymph be (as (he is ufu- 
ally painted) like Horace's 

Muiier fot-mofa Juptrnu 

P 2 « With 
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But (liould rhc liarm!cfs pen have no regard, ^ 

Your name (like facied fpells that charm when heard) ^ 
From blading tongues fccures the tender Bard $ J 

The beauteous nyinplis to your prote£lion throngs 
And beg you would not fcorn the humble -fong : 

•As 

" With lovely face, and flowing hair, 

" The Nereid looks divinely fair; 

•* But, ah ! no further feck, to know, 

« A fifliy tail is all below." 
Of this kind was the Girl kept at Harleim, who was (b far 
rational as to be taught to fpin, to underftand thofe about her, 
and to cxprefs her devotions at prayers. We have an accoant 
in our Englifh Chronicles of a Sea-Inhabitant taken entirelr 
human. Nay, if we believe Hiftory, the Sea has, as Dta Bar- 
tas expreffcs It, the Mitred Biihop, and the Cowled Fryar. 
Alexander ab Alexandro, after feveral other ftories of the 
like nature, gives us the following relatioo, which^ becaufe»ic 
carries with it an air of truth, and is fomewhat agreeable, i^I 
Jhall tranllate at length. " Theodorus Gaza, fays he, a learn- 
ed Greek, living in the Peloponncfus, faw a Nereid, with 
Jhoals of other filh, driven to-fhore by the^olence of a fud- 
don ftorm: her face was pcrfcftly human, and not'difagreea- 
ble; her body fcaly, and from the middle downward fhe fceras 
to have been not unlike our common Sign-poft Mermaids. 
The people flocked together to fee this'ilrange monfter; who," 
when the perceived there was no poffibllity of efcaping, fhew- 
ed all the marks of forrow and diftrefs. But, vhenthe water 
had quite left her, and (he faw herfelf expofed as an objedbof 
wonder to the multitude, flie fetched the deepeft. fighs that 
^ricf coaldexprefs, and burft out at length into. a . flood. of 

tears. 
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As Indian travellers wild beafls affright 

By kindled fires, and Ikrcen themfelves with light. 

S6 Critic-wits, like other brutes of prey^ 

From a furrounding brightnefs (Knk away. 

Men dare nofcenfurc (even when they ought)- 

If Virgil wrH approve what Maevius wrote; 

tMurs. Gaza, -who was a man naturally tender and coimpaiTio- 
nate> took pity on this diftrefTed Lady, and perfuaded the 
people to fuffcr her to return to her native element." The 
fame Author tells us, that Georgius Trapezuntius (another 
famous modern Greek) affirmed ** That he faw, as he was 
valking on the ihore, a handfome Girl from the wafle up- 
wards, who, by her often diving, fcemed fporting hcrfelf in 
the water; and when fhe perceived (he was difcovered, im- 
mediately difappeared." ' However it be, the antient Nymphs 
and Nereids', and the modem Mermaids, are fufHcient grounds 
to free the fuppofition from abfurdity, or extravagance: and 
(ince we have gone fb far as to have found inhabitants in the 
Planets, I hope I Ihall not be condemned for having difcover- 
ed the manners and converfation of a people nearer home: be- 
fidcs we know, that the agreeable Images, which are drawn 
from things on Earth, have been long fince exhaufted ; but it 
will be allbwed, that the beauties (as well as the riches) of 
the Sea are yet in a great meafurc untouched : and thofe who 
have made attempts that way, have only given us a few Pif- 
catory Eclogues, like the firft coallers, that always keep 
within fight of (bore, and never venture Into the ocean. Lu- 
cian indeed has fomething of this nature; hut, as his defign 
was chiefly to expofe the Heathen Deities, fo it muft be 
•wned that the beft of our modern productions are owing to 
thofc hints, which were taken from that great Wit. Diaper. 

P3 ECLOGUR 
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ECLOGUE L 
CYMOTHOE, G'LAIXCUS. 

CYMOTHOE. 

THINK^ Glaucus *, you were once a fiihing fwain,. 
Till, urg'cl by potent herbs> you left the plain ; 
That you were bred on earth, you fully prove, 
And thence you know to feign deceitful love. 
But think, ingrate, when firft you hither came, 
How ftrangc you look'd^ how aukwardly you fwiiiiw 
When anlefs firft you tried the unknown fca, 
I taught you how to plow the liquid way ; 
I fliewM you all the I'ecrets of the deep. 
And vaulted rocks where weary Tritons fletp. 
I fhew'd you iflands yet unknown to men, 
Where wanton Nereids meet, and fport unfeen. 
Oft have I wound in plaits the yielding reed. 
And plac'd the well-wrought garland on your head*. 
Oft have I choiceil fi(h with labour caught. 
And the fwcct prey to you a prefent brought. 
To me in vain love-fick Palxmon cried. 
While I rcgardlcfs pafs'd with fuUcn pride ; 
Oft the kind youth would near Cymothoe fwino. 
And fondly aik if I would bathe with him. 
Yet you, an caith-born wretch, ungrateful prove,. 
No more Cymothoe, but Cyano love; 
Blue-ey'd Cyano love, that matchlefs fair, 
Though flat her nofe, and thin her falling hair ; 
The Nymph, whom moft defpifc, and none admire, 
Glaucus alone purfues with fond deiirc. 

* Glaucus was a fifherman, who, by eating a certain herb, 

Is fi'id to have been chang d into a Sea-god. Diaper* 

Since 
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then I am (too credulous) l)etray'cl, 

ve no more a wretched worthlefs maid ; 

you are falfe» I '11 leave the hated fea^ 

,'ield myfclf to fifliermen a prey. 

1 on ihore be as a moniler fhown^ 

rumpeted for pence through every town, 

: youy well pleas'd, witli lov'd Cyano toy, 

n fome confcious cliff the beauteous Nymph enjoy* . 

fadly plaining fond Cymothoe faid» 

jlaucus thus appeasM the angry maid. 

G L A U on S. 

thoe wrongs her Glaucus, and herfelf^ . 

ink I languiih for that fcaly elf. 

canton Nymph indeed has often drove 

ibe my fervice» and engage my love, . 

gifts of fhining pearls ; and thought to pkaf^ 

coral twigs tsd fragrant ambergris ; 

ill I fought the triBing maid to fhun : 

love prefcrves what firll your beauty won j 

lall I>e*er that happy time forget^ 

. firfl I left my boat and 6ihvng-net : 

low you taught me artfully to fwim, 

re for pearls, and fteepy rocks to climb ; 

aught to hunt tlie fhaik, and boldly ilridc 

ouncing horfe, and quell his foamy pride.. 

e not, Fair, tliat I can prove untrue, 

r Water-beauty love, but you. 

rfl the waves (hall lofe their biting falts, 

rinds fhall ceafe to found in hollow vaults^ 

/anton filh fhall leave their native feas, 

aik>OA eaixh, or browze on leafy trees, 

B 4 CYV. 
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CYMOTHOE. 

If Glaucus will be kind, and conftant prove. 

Let us review thoie fccnes of former love. 

And fink embracing to th' abyfs below, 

Where fpiry herbs and lovely coral grow ; 

The ocean has its groves and gloomy (hades. 

And cryftal fprings below; and cooling glades. 

Fond you once thought that nothing here could pleil 

But we have fairer meads and taller trees 

Than you on fun-burnt, faplefs earth could boafl,- 

Whofc fading beauties are too quickly loft. 

The glories of the fpring are foon defac'd 

By miry ftorms, and toft by every blaft. 

But fee» the birds in noify troops are joia'dj- 
I hear the diftant murmurs of the wind. 
The vapours into dark confufion blend, 
And will ere long in fudden fpouts defcend; 
The angry waves begin their uncouth noife. 
And teeming clouds bring down the falling (kics* 
Hafte then, my Glaucus, to thofe peaceful meads 
And reedy plains, where hoary Phorcys feeds 
His numerous herds ; where neither ftorms nor rain 
Moleft the trees, nor incommode the fwains 
Where unmixt waters are as cryftal clear. 
And warm as fummer glooms, and fine as air. 
A faintifii light fhines through the watery green. 
And lets us fee enough, but — not be feen j 
The fpangled glories of the plain reveals 
With pebbles chcquer'd, and with azure (hells. 
Dive, Glaucus, fwift, and let us finking move 
PowA to the centre of the world, and — Love. 

ECLOGU 
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ECLOGUE II. 

MELVIN, LARON: TWO TRITONS. 

ME L V 1 IK 

BE HiW, fbnd youdi, and ceafe thb rueful ooift. 
That wide-mouth*d'bafc iH-fuits a fqueaking voice :- 
The ihcpherd's ruder pipcr-orfailor's crowds 
As fweetly echoes, and almoft as loud. 

Ir A R O N.' 

Rail on, poor Mclvin, and with envy fvftllf 

While Pholoe commends the tuneful (hell. 

She fwears hefide, I irng like amorous fwains, 

When with alternate loves they chear the fmiling; plains. 

ME L V IN. 

Begin, if tbou art ikill'd in tuneful lay :- 
Now whifpering breezes' gentle founds convey) 
The noify winds in bolted caves are preft, 
And now the Halcyon builds her waving nefl. 

L A R O If. 

I have obferving paftiM through different climes. 
Can 6x.tHt feafons, and adjuft the tiroes, 
And know what (lars, when they oppofe or meet, . 
Will caufe, or (lormy winds, or falling fleet. 

M E L' V I N. 

T've feen the deep o'er-fprcad with fbringy weeds, . 
And depthlefs waters look like verdant meads. 
I know far diftant ides in Northern fcas, 
Where birds from infers grow, and hang on trees. 

LARON. 

The Moon commands the waves. Her changing face 
Difturbs the whole^ and flirs the watery mafs ; 
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But there are Teas wliich no fuch influence knowy 
And rebel-tides that without order flow. 

M E L V I N. 

Though now 'tis calm,. I know thofe magic fpell 
Can raife the ikepy winds from rocky cells : 
The louring Heaven looks then with f$id4cr hue. 
And difmal (lorms and frightful wtecks enfue. 

L A R O N. 

When fatal rocks have fplit the broken fliip. 
And ihrieking mortals iink into the deep. 
If Laron hears the cry, he often faves. 
And buoys the floating wretch amidil the angry \ 
Oa yonder rock I tun'd the padive air» v 
And Pholoe thought her fifter Syren there. 
The wanton dolphins joyous danc'd around. 
Spouting the waves, an4 friik'd at every found. ■ 

M E L V I N. 

In that fame cliff Cyano fleeping lay, 
With labouring haftc I cut the yielding way : 
I came, and (he, glad of the kind furprize. 
Still feign'd a deep, and clos'd her waking eyes*. 

LARON. 

Ino repents, and would at length be kind i 
But (he 's as fiekle as tlie morning wind : 
To me her tearc and glances are no more 
Than crackling bottles on the frothy Ihore. 

M E L V I N. 

In fteepy rocks the fea-fowl make their ncft : 

Take heed, ye birds ; for an unwelcome gucft' 

Will ftcal the fpeckled eggs, and give the prey 

To a kind Nymph, that fports in yonder bay. 

LAI 
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L A RO'NI 

Peleut> eaith'bcumy his Thetis has cnjoy'd ; 
But the Wood-nymph, who late at ebbing tide 
MeaTur'd the Tandy plain> will come no more : 
Ah ! would (be love, I could e'en live — - on (here. 

M E L V I N. 

The Manati ^ his change of pleafure boafts. 
Now fports in feas, now grazes on the coaft ; 
Nature indulges the amphibious kind^ 
While to our watery home we ever are con6n*d. 

L A R O N. 

Unhappy o&pring of the briny main. 
Who want a foke to (ing, or to complain f ! 
Though mute yeurfelvcs, yet you in ihoals will throngs . 
And joy to hear Laron*^ delightful fong. 

M E L V I N. 

Fiih, Lait>h9 are not mute ; for even now 
I hear the diftant lowings of the Cow, 
While fofter breezes breathe in whifpers rounds 
And every wave breaks with a pleating found. 

* An animal which terminates the boundary between (^* 
drupeds and Fifhes. It cannot be called amphibious, as it 
never entirely leaves the water, only advancing its head out 
of the ftream, to reach the grafs on the river tides. Feeding 
entirely upon vegetables, it ia never fovnd far in the open 
ica, but chiefly in the large rivers in North America, and 
near Kamtchatka. Its head and body are (haped like the ieal ; 
and the fiefh is fuppofed to be a greater luxury than turtle* 
Sec Goldlinith's Animated Nature, vol. IV, p. i86. N* 

f The Manati has no voice nor cry; for the only noife it 
makesy is by fetching its breath. Goldfmith^p. 185* N. 

L A* 
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L A R O N. 

See yonder gawdy fifli, that fluttering fpringSy 
And cuts the liquid air with moiflen'd wings ) 
Strange is his life, but flranger Laron^s fate, 
Who burns amidft the waves, and pines for heiL- 

M E L V I N. 

Thofe gilded flyers ftill in danger move, , 
Purfued by fifli below, by birds above: 
So Melvin, flying from Dorinda's eyes. 
To Galatea. falls an eafy prize. 

L A R O NV 

Old hoary Proteus late I fleeping found 

In a dark mofly cave, and clafp*d him^ound'^ ■ 

In vain to fnght with different forms he ftrovt, ^ 

I -held him faft, and he foretold my love. 

M E L V I n. 

I for Leucippe flole afiflier's net 5 

She kifs'd, and vow*d flie never would forgets • 
But they (hall nothing lofe by what I flole, . 
For to thifeir-boats I drive a -numerous ihoal. . 

L A R O N/ 

A Trident now is mine, which Ceyx own'd. 
Made of a Sword-fifli, andembofs^d around ; ; 
When I bcftow it on the amorous maid, 
Laron with more than klffes will be paid. 

MELVIN. 

Laron is courted by a lovely fairt 
Ye Gods ! I envy not the happy pair. 
Poor dulky-fac'd Melanthe ! one would thinks 
Like Cuttle-fifli, (he hid herfelf in ink'*. 

* When this fifh is purfijcd, and finds a difficulty of t('- 
caping, it fpouts forth a quantity of black fubftancc by which 
the waters are darkened, and then it eicapes by lying dofe 
jr the bottom, N. l a- 
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L A R O N. 

^elanthe Aill is kind, though coarfely made, 
rhe Nymph thatV kind with kindnefs mud he pud. 
[ hate the Ikittiih fair, that flies when woo*d, 
Like fearful Tunnies, when by Sliai^ks purfucd. 

MEL V IN. 

Lobfters * by inftinft the Pour^contrfcl f fly ; 

[For if they fee hiin, they by feeing die) j 

But we thofc dangers feek, we ought to"'fliun, * *''' 

And court our fate, and drive to he undone. 

L A ft ON. 

rhe Polypus, dioughchang'd, raud not efcape 

By a falfe drsfs, and counterfeited ihape ; 

So wanton Nymphs awhile with «tik ward, pride 

Deny that padion, which tiiey cannot bide. . . 

Love will revenge on thofe, who love inf|«rey 

And they, mud heat themfelvesy who others fet on fiit. 

When ebbing tide».have emptied half the deep. 
And pointed rocks affright the didant ibip. 
The Nerdids fit, and c©mb their flowing hair, 
Dr mov&in: tuneful founds the circling air. 
But, Triton, were no Lover to be caught. 
The hair would be uncomb'd, the fong forgot. 

L A R o K« 
Melvin, a fail comes briik before the wind. 
Ceafe then the Song, and may the Nymph be kind ? 
For, (hould wt thus appear in human form. 
The frighted Sailor will forebode a dorm, 

• This circnmftancc efcaped Dr. Goldfinith's notice. N, 
•f The Porpus. N. 
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ECLOGUE in. ; 

PHORBAS. DRYMON. MELANTHUS. 

1 

P H O R B A S. 

>I SEE a didant fleet, whofe towering mails 
Seem a thick grove difrobM by winter-bUfts ^ 
Bold was the man who felFd the leafy trees, 

• On floating wood to dare th' unceitain fea^ 

B R Y M 041. 

Twas avarice that pufh'd tliofe wretches on. 
To feek for.diftsnt ifles, and lands unknown f 
While fea-bom AMons defirc no foreign onr, 
^Content uSa^ fea, 4iii4<carelefs of the fliove. 
'Glaucus, a Mer-niaiiiiow (but not by birth), 
'Has told tt^ cuAmia «f thofe fons of earth : 

Yet, emV|b| think their own too mean a (hare; 
.For forSjbMdi^iit^cy roam to every ifaorc, 
.And brid^Vitii^es home unknown before* 
By commerce thus humours and faihiona blend, 
^And what they fcorn'd before they now commend, 
l^othing has any worth that ^s flxt or true, 
But things their value raife by being new. 
Hence endlefs wars engage the earth-born flave : 
This whets their rage, and ever makes them brave. 
I late nnfeen faw from a diflant rock 
Two vail machines engage in clouds of fmoke ; 
The winds were high, and ruffled all the main t 
"BvLXf when the fight with louder noife began, 

And 
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bello>K'ing iron-tubes their fulphur fir*d, 

Gods afraid Mfith drooping wings retir*d ; 

IS himfelf was hulh'd in trembling air ; 

Tea grew calm» and all the Iky was fair. 

ave I puniihM that ambitious wight 

thus entrenches on the Mer-tnfiui's right ; 

, born on earth, yet leaves his native glades, 

to his own prefers the watery meads r - ' 

ave I ftrove to barft the yielding planks, 

force the leaky Ihip on fandy banks ; 

ee, Melanthus comes, who, blithe and gay, 

a fed Pbrpoiie friiks in wanton play 

t happy chance has. pleased. the fmilmg boy^ 

lymph he loves is fure no- longer coy. 

If BL A n T H U.f*.. 

<)ds ! would proud Parthenoe new appearj 
fierceft rage J M fetze the trembling fair.} . 
er her anger nor her tears ihould mo¥e^ " ** 

lood 's on fire, and I am. fuU of X*otg^ 
ead 's fo wondrous light, I fcarciely find 
her I move on waves or dance on wind. 

D R Y M O N. 

cr*d, Triton ! whence proceeds this change* 

expelled, fudden, and fo flrange ? 

led melancholy gloom but now 

1, like a (lorro, to hang upon your browj 

ifolate you look'd, and nought could pleafe, 

rb was found to cure the fond difeafe. 

a MILAN** 
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M <£ L A N T H U 8» 

If I can ufe my tongue^ I '11 tell thecy Love, 

What does my foul to fudden traafports move : 

Meeting the fcatter'd ruins of 4i wreck, 

As ihiver'd mads, planks, and a broken deck, 

Amidft the red a floating caikJ found 
^Stopt up with artful caie, and ftrongly bound. 

Curious to know what was within contained, 

With cautious fear J feardi'd.; my fingers fUin'd 
^Came forth all moiden^d with ajuicy red ; 

But, oh ! the Gods, ne'er on fuch ne^ar fed. 

Pleas'd Mnth the lieavenly ufle and fpi^^y fmell, 

I quaffs full bowls in a capacious ihell. 

Ye Gods' 1 if earthy- men' thus live,- and ^rlnkt 

Give me the land — the fea 's a worthlefs "fink. 

The precious draughts my fainting fpmts cheer j 
'I, thus irtfpir*d, no mortal Mtr-man fear. 

I rule the boundlefs,fsas, and now' I reign 
• Sole Lord and mighty Monarch of the main. 

This oil has fp inflam'd my fecret 6re, 

I bum impatient with the fierce dcfire. 

Kg Nymph, or dd, or ug^y, now I fcorn ; 

Ev'n blear-ey'd Opis now would^fetve the turn. 

Parthenoe. hates, nor do' I greatly care; 

For, now, the Nymph that 's kind, is only fair. 

P H O R B A S. 

Melanthus raves; what magic fpell is this. 
Which feeds the happy youth with fancy'd blifs ? 
I long to taile the juice tliat thus infpires 
Fond Hopes, felf-pleafing Loves, and gay Deiires. 

E C LOGUE 
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ECLOGUE IV. 
MUR^NA, PALJEMON. 

M V R ^. N A. 

FROM this high cliff is in unufual vicw^ 
And here our eyes uncommon fcenes purfue. 
I fee the verdure of yon diflanc plains. 
Where bleating flocks arc fed by tuneful fwains. 
But, ah ! how wretched are thofc earth-born flaves, 
Corapar'd with us, who cut through ihining waves-! 
They are exposed to cold, exposed to heat. 
In different feafons mourn a different fate j 
Uneafy, flill the wretched caitiff moves 
To breezy mountains, or to fheltering groves. 
While we no cloathing need, no change of rules. 
The fea in Winter warms, in Summcfncools. 
I *ve fecn the labouring plow-man's daily toil, 
For a new crop to fit the ftubbom foil ) 
While Heaven fupplics our wants wirhout our fweaty 
We ne'er are hungry, but we have to eat. 
Why (bould we thus by partial Heaven be Weft; 
With neither grief, nor doubt, nor toil, opprell^ 
While thofe on earth of happinefs dcipair. 
In pain and anguifli die, and live in care ? 

P A L ^ M o N. 
I 've heard (for thus the wife Melampus (diJ) 
Two dirferent kinds of men by Heaven were made« 
The one to fwim and fport in briny feas, 
Th* other to range on earth, or fit at eafc 
Under the covert of the fiiadowing trees. 

Vol. V. Q^ T« 
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To each a guardian fpirit was adign'd. 

To guide their pailions, and inform their mind ? 

But he'on earth, ingrate, would -wildly rove, 

Defpis'd his Maker, and ahus'd his love 

Enrag'd at this, the guardian DeemoD flewy 

And bad him his own blinded will.puxfue. 

Thus earthy men, defeited by their guide» 

Can't rule their giddy thoughts, nor fieoi the oomiogtI4e-i 

But ill 11 are doom'd ilaves to their darling hxik. 

Arc all deceitful, cruel, and unjuft ; 

Rcftlcfs dclires their wearied foul didra^. 

They know not what they arc, nor why they a£t : 

While we, content with what the Gods approYCy 

Do nought but ever (ing, and cvei; love. 

M V R ^ N A. 

But fee — 

The tide fwells on the ihore, and forward creeps. 
And with new'flime befmears the fandy heaps. 
What makes this conftant flux ? I Ve often thought 
The caufe is wondrous, and in vain I fought. 

F A L ^E M N. 

The caufe is wondrous plain ; the wife will prove. 

The nature of a fluid is to move : 

In every liquid there \ a condant roll ; 

An eddy, though unfeen, difturbs the whole. 

The gliding parts with fecrct motion flow; 

Were they at reft, they would to hardnefs grow. 

As walhlugs, left in rocks, by Winter's fr*fl: 

Are Bx'd to folid ice, and «11 the motion 's loft. 
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MVViJEHA, 

Happy are thofe who know the fecret qaufe 
Of (Irangc cffcfts, and Nature's hidden laws. 
But leave the rocks ; for riilng fogs appear. 
And cold land-breezes chill tl^ troubled air. 



ECLOGUE V. 
M E A G U S. L Y C O K. 

11 E R G V S. 

LY CON, begin — begin tl\e mournful ralc^ 
You know what 'tis, to love, and not prevail : 
Dcfcribe Pafinthas in his daily moan, 
How much he lov'd, and how he was undone. 

L Y C O N. 

•Ungrateful loeila, vainly coy, 

And proud of youthful charms, defpi&M tlielipy^ 

Has left the 9Blmer fea's pacihc arms. 

Where c^nClapt heat the fmiliog ocean warms, 

To (hun the youth : (facli h the power of Hatel) 

Some windy bay is now her lone retreat. 

In vain Palinthas ibught in every ca\e. 

In every creek, and mark'd each riling wave ^ 

To every ifle lie rov'd with wild defpair, 

And aik'd, if loelfa had been there. 

In vain he has tlk: fiuidd'^s fearch purfued. 

For fhe is gone, and will no more be woo'd. 

PiercM with the killing thought, the lover i'l^lis, . 

And ftills ;hc rifing ftorms uich louJet cries : 

Q^a VVhilc 
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While thus he fadly plains : " la mournful rounds, 

The air through hollow rocks repeats the diflant foundsi 

Each winding cavern tells the friiitlefs care. 

And every rock upbraids the abfent Fair j 

By the fad echoes which it flill returns, 

It feems to pity when the Triton mourns : 

But the coy Nymph, deaf to the Mer-man's cr *, 

Is flill unmov'd, and makes no kind reply." 

While thus PaGnthas plain'd, the dolphins came. 

And wept to hear his moan ; the Nereids fwam 

In beauteous crowds around, and thus they faid : 

** Weep not, fond Triton, for a peeviih maid i 

Though (he is gone, let not the youth defpair. 

For there are kinder Nymphs, and N3rmphs as fuK." 

But, Mergus, Love is deaf as well as blind ; 

The bed advice is thought the mod unkind. 

keftlcfs he goes from the fair pitying throngs 

To a dark cave, where fea-cows lay their young. 

A (ilent grot fad as his thoughts l>e found. 

Where frightful gloom and horrors fare around.' 

There on its flimy bottom carclefs laid, 

He (igh'd, and wept ; he figh'd, and then he faidt 

<< Have I then lov'd, to be repaid with fcom ? 

Ye Gods i 'tis hard, too cruel to be borne ! 

What ? have I poifon'd too the hated fea. 

That loeflfa leaves her home for me ? 

Had you but told, had y«u your hatred (hown, 

I would have luv'd unpity'd, and unknown ; 

By my own flight I had prevented yours. 

And, baniib'd hence, rctir'd to diflant ihorts, 

Whcit 
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/here rigid lading cold, and northern blads, 
*er whitcn'd lands a pearly (hining caft } 
^here icy flakes like flo.iting ifles appear, 
kod fiercely meet; tl^ noife you *ll dread to hear, 
or can your tender limbs the piercing climate bear, 
lufcles in ihoals on mighty whales attend, 
^ho feed the worthlefs ti(h, and coun the puny friend» 
ierce (harks by gentle ufage are reclaim'd, 
ut female pride is favage and untam'd. 
ro then, ingrate, whom Love could never pleafe^ 
*o boiflerous channels, and to foreign Teas, 
Inhere rocks, like you unmov*d, with carelefs pride 
.epulfe the waves, and check the rifing tide.*' 
Thus the unhappy youth was heard to moan | -i 
'he winds to figh, the hollow feem*d to groan, > 

knd dropping tears fell from the weeping ftone. J 

M E R G V 8. 

"hy fong's more grateful than a Summer's breeze, -\ 

Vhofe cooling breath and gentle-fannings pleafc, > 

Ind move in wanton rings the liften>og feas. J 

foe half fo fweet, when firfl the morning dawns^ 

Ire juicy Oyfters, or the lufcious Prawns. 

^ut now the fun is dipt in cooling fl reams ; 

The twilight is no more ; no doubtful gleams 

)f weaker light the flitring (hades divide, 

tut they unmixt prevail, and every objc£^ hide. 

The fea is heard with deeper found to roar, 

Ind (lumbering waters may be faid to fnorc. 

Lach Nymph is (Iretching on ber oozy bed, 

Vnd fcarce a Fi(h pops up his (leepy iicad ; 

Q^l ' Thefe 
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Tliofe who were clung to rocks» the (helly heap^ 
Drop from their hold, and fall into the deep. 
Nature hcrfelf is dill, her labours ceafe. 
And all lies wrapt in filencc and ina£tive eafe. 

ECLOGUE VI. 
L Y C O N, A N T H I S, C E T E. 

L Y C O N. 

A N T H I S and Cetc comb*d their flowing bair> 
And tun*d to pleaiing founds the trembling m,. 
While hoary Phorcys fat on floating weed. 
And flowly drove th* unwilling herd to ^eed. 
Attend, ye Filh, and all around me throngs 
While I repeat the Nymph's alternate fosg. 

A N T H 1 S. 

'< Think, how to-niay a gentle weflem breeze 
With pleafing gales danc'd on the circling feaS|. 
}t fwept the calmer furface of the maioy 
And fmooth'd the waters to a fmiling plain ; 
But now difFufivc fwects from fpicy hills 
Are borne on Eaflera winds, and waft their blended fmet 
The Dolphins lafii tlie waves wjth bending tails. 
And every fliip with fpeedy current fails. 

Since nothing here we fix'd or conflant find. 
Why fhould the Neceid boail a fettled mind r 

The reftlefs Fifh, who left the open fca. 

And fwam to every creek and winding bay. 

To th' ocean now in ihoals return again. 

While empty nets deceive the iifhing fwain. 

1 No 
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Now fhortening days arc grieved by noithern iflcs, 
While, from incrcafing cold and fnowy wilds. 
The ftarvin'g birds in numerous flocks repair 
To happier climates, apd to wajmer air. 

Since nothing l^rc wcr fix'd or conrtant find, 
Why ihould the Nereid boaft a fettled mind } 

Though late, the tides have threaten'd all the cosft^ 
Now, fince xhe waning Moon her ftrength his loft. 
They own their weaknefs, and are heard no more, 
But, creeping, hardly cover half the (hore : 
When (he dirccls, the fuelling Bbods incfeafe, 
And founding waters raifc the ttoubledfcas ; 
But when (he horned frowns, tl^ tumults ctafe, 
Tlie vraves are ftill, and hufh'd in fullen peace 
Since rtothing here we fix'd or conftanr find^ 
Why Ihould the Nereid boail a fettled mindi 

The cocfcioiis fifli the Iwavenly. motions fpej^ 
And thus, confin'd within his nanve ihcil,. 
All dry and lean the moumfu,! Qyller lies,. 
(And Fi(hcr$ then the tadelcfs prey defpife) ;. 
But whcntlK.Mopn \ook% down all over bright^ 
They juicy grow, nourilb*d with heavenly lii^ltt. 
Since nothing here we fix'd or conftanc tind,. 
Why Ihpuld the Nereid boaft a fettled mind ?■ 

CalthindiB lov'd a Triton-ynuth, and fwore, 
Her heart (thus fix*d by him) fijould rove no more^ 
But, when repeated loves began to cloy, 
Tl\e wifer nymph. cmbrac'd a kinder boy." 

0^4^ L Y C O N\. 
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I. y c o N. 

Tims Anthls fung ; and Cete thus repIyM, 
While angry winds oppos'd the rifing tide : 

c B r B. 
" Rcfiftlcfs charms are in a lovely face^ 
But fpotlefs Virtue has a nobler grace. 
Alcon did never yet inconflant rove. 
Or break repeated vows, or change his love. 
Careful he fliuns the flreights and narrow (eas. 
Where altering fcenes the fickle Mer-man pletfe. 
For all is reftlefs and unsettled there i 
The waves and winds alike inconftant are. 
But the unfathom*d deep is (till the fame» 
And always fmiling with an eafy calm. 
The waters here a conftant peace maintatn^ 
And in fofc murmurs lovingly complain. 
The winds themfelves are not uncertain here. 
But their iix'd feafbns know, each circling yeai; 
From th' Eaft the Summer trade-winds never fail 
To fwcep tlw ocean with a freiher gale. 
Such is his love ; no change it undergoes. 
By Rcafou iix*dy and no repentance knows.** 

L y C O N. 

Thus faid the nymph ; and now the dvy retires^ 
While fparkling waves appear like kindled fires. 
The diftant rocks (hine with deceitful lig^^ 
And thus increafc the terrors of the nighty 
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ECLOGUE Vn. 
TXXRIO, HIPPIAS, MIRA. 

S T V R I O. 

£ waves are {lill« and the unclouded day 
lies on the murmuring fea with joyous light. 
1 the fongy while wanton Dolphins play, 
id the bright fun and pleaiing calms invite. 

HIPPIAS. 

y the youth whom beauteous Mira loves, 
ymph fo nimbly fwims, fo graceful moves : 
n to fofc words (he tunes her anful tongue. 
Winds themfelves will liflen to her fong. 

8 T U R I O. 

lis I faw, and to my envy'd eyes 
circling blood with confcious ardour flies, 
n Anthis fmiles, joy fills the fwelling veins ; 
Winter-calms, nor Summer's gentle rains, 
half fo grateful to the dftiing fwains. 
riiing breads are wliite as poliih'd ibellsy 
in each part a dififerent beauty dwells. 

HIPPIAS. 

:n Mira frowns, though all the iky was fair, 
clouds return, and thick the mcHAen'd air ; 
fmiling heaven, whene'er ihe looks ferene, 
on its azure, and the fea its green. 

8 T u R I o. 
m tirfk a glance from Galatea's eyes 
:'d through my heart, and did my foul furprize^ 
iz'd I fell ~ 

ity itfelf too powerful will afi^ght i 
ightning mores fo fwift, or ftines fo bright. 
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' H I P F I A, 8. 

The Cramp-fifli * touched benumbs with fuddcn paiQ> 
And fliivcring horror ftrikes througft every vein. 
But by one diftant Idok from her I lov*d 
My blood grew ftagftate, and 1 ftood unmov'd. 

S T U R I O. 

We curfe the dog, and. loath the (haNpekf&bat^ 
As fad forerunners of unlucky fate : 
Tbefe we deform'd and frightful nionfters call ; 
But they, each in their kind, arc beauteous all ; 
Fondly we love, and without r^afon h9XSf% 
And woribip idols which ourfelves create, 

H I ^ P I.A 8. 

Beauty 's a ihining fpark of heavenly fire,. 

That kindles in the foul inunenfe dciire ; 

It draws with plcaling force the williag mind ; 1 

Beauty divine like this we feldom End : r 

Few tilings arc truly fair, though perfcA in thtix kind. ' 

8 T u R I o. 
Who Mira love^,' when Clytic appears, 
Coarfe tadelefs Thornback to the Sole prefers. 
I her pale cheeks and languid looks defpifc ^ 
Well may (he kill j for Death is in her eyes. 

♦ The wonderful cle^^ric properties ©f the Torpedo, wfcich 

fo long remained a myftery to the philofophers, and which 

Dr. Goldfnuth (vol. VI. p. 26a.) was " content to dirmiis in 

** obfcurity," have lately been moft fatisfadtorily dcvefapei 

by John Wallh efq. John Hunter efq. and Dr. logen Hoafzf 

three very diftinguilhed ornaments of the Royal Society. 

$ec PhiL Tranf. voL LXIV. p. 464. vol. LXV. p. i. N. 

H 1 P- 
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H I P P I A S. 

I hate the full'cheek*d Blowzy aod Aufhing Maid, 
Whofe angry red makes every youth afraid : 
Such flaming Nymphs want every real grace ; 
They cool our paHion, while they burn our face. 

S T U R I O^ 

Envy is pale, and p»1e is fad Defpair. 

Can Mira then be pale, and yet be fair } 

The water-lilies are a fointiih fweet. 

I know an ifland-grove^ where Nereids meetr 

There blufliing beds of beauteous rofes grow^ 

From whom diffufive fmells in fragcsn/t circles flow#^ 

H I P P I A ». 

Would Mira yield to love, would (he comply. 

Her cheeks would colour with a frether die. 

But though ev'n now (he wants no graceful charm. 

Her voice kills farther than her eyes can harm. 

Nereus himfelf above the waves appeared, 

She fung — and he witli fecret pleafure heard, 

And liflening fmird, and (Iroak'd his hoary beard. 

While Doris, flood afar, and jealous grew, [enfue,. 

With watchful eyes (he look'd, and fear*d what might: 
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8 T U H 1 O. 

So have I heard one praife the chattering pie, 
lAnd fwear the coots with artful mufick cry t 
But hark<-*ev*n now 1 hear feme diflant fong* 

H I P P I A S. 

*Tis Mira's voice ; I know her warmbling tongue. 

Move, Sturio, fofcly on ; then fudden rife, 

"And in her wanton fgng the cafy Nymph furprizc. 
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E C L O «G U E VIII. 

P R O'T E U S. 

PROTEUS had fcnt h|s fcaly herd to feed. 

And {luinbcr*d on a bed of*fiimy weed ; 

Ino and Cete thither chanc'd tt) flray. 

They faw, and feiz'd him as he fleeping lay : 

Anxious for flight* now flalhing flame he feems. 

Now fofily glides away in melting dreams. 

But they fad held him, till he fmiling faid, 

** With £ongs, nay more than fongs, you (ball be paid.'* 

He then began— 

To fing of truths, unknown, unheard before. 

While all the Tea was dill, and winds were heard no more. 

He fung the world's fird birth, and wondrous firame, 

How bodies all from one great fluid came. 

Of different parts compos'd, a lirjuid mafs 

Inccffant mov'd in the unbounded fpace : 

(The edence of a fluid is confcfs'd 

To move, and to be folid is to red) 

And as they flow, all fluids ever bend 

To fly around, and to a circle tend ; 

Thus a true chaos did at drd arife 

From moving globules of a different fizc ; 

Bqt finer atoms were more free to move. 

And with the duggifh parts too a£^ive drove 

Till they had pred them down from thofc above : 

'Twas then th' unfullicd light did fird appear. 

And the bright xilier fhone umnixt with groder air. 

At length, by tedious time and flow degrees. 

Was fbrm'd the centre of unfathom'd leas, 

Madt 
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Made of large globules, which th* aerial fphere 

By motion thrufl from it, and fettled here 1 

Then firfl the ocean knew his conftant place. 

And th' azure deep unveii'd his fmiling face. 

'Tis motion makes (when different bodies meet) 

What gravity we call, and prefling weight; 

While reftlefs fluids ever drive below 

Bodies more folid, or that move too flow. 

Long roird the Sea before the Earth appear^df 

No pafturcs yet were feen» no bleating flocks were heard. 

Till th' ocean's conflant motion clofer preft 

An earthy fcum, which gathering (Hll increased 1 

But he|-e th' intrinfic fluids ftill remain. 

And hardefl metal will its flux regain. 

Whene'er diffolv/d, the parts their freedom know. 

And with new joy again they love to flow. 

He fung, how Heaven, difpleas*d with earthy man, 
Difturb*d the fcas ; how all the mafs began 
To move cnrag'd j the motion thus Increas'd, 
The finking earth down to the centre prefs'd ; 
Such was the antient deluge, when the flood 
Pour'd o'er the plains, attd on the mountains flood ; 
While earth-born morttk too abfurdly teach 
That (olid bodies to the centre reach. 
Ere land was feen, the ocean had its birth. 
And now th' abyfs fupports the (hallow crud of earth* 

Thus Proteus fung, and fung— yet more divine. 
How fouls unbody'a a^ and how incliae ; 
That knowledge now is at the beft no more. 
But a refearch of what we knew befoce. 

l%e 
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The foul y as yet co no dull body join*4. 
Sees all ideas in th* £ternal Mind ; 
The native beams are fullied and obrcar*dy 
And, quench'd at once, in gro(I«:r clay immur'd, 
Till, rouz*d at length by thought and Audious caiv» 
Like latent (parks with fudden light they glare, 
'Gladly the confcious mind the hint puffues» 
And rifing images with wonder views s 
Now finds (he long before exiOence had, 
And that thoie truths were rather found than made. 
Thus fcience grafted docs on ignorance grow; 
Men lofe to find, 4ind turn unwife to know. 
Folly their fancy^d knowledge does create ; 1 

The grcatefl hardihip this of human fate, i 

With ptin they learn, what they wttli eafe forget. ^ 

The God thus ended his myfhnious lay, 
^licn^ ruddy to the waves, funk the declining day. 

ECLOGUE IX. 

P A L JE M t) N, H 1 P P I A S. 

P A L iElf O N. 

THE hoUow winds blow boarfely } as they 'fly. 
They feem to plain, and every <puff 's a figh. 
Tears follow iighs, and now the rainy floods 
In mournful (fareams defcend from melting clouds. 

H I P F I A s. 
Too well I know, tears are provok'd by -fighs ; 
*Grief fwells the heaving bread ; then upwards 
And; burfling, rents icfelf through weeping ey-es. 

When 
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When Mira frowns, I fu'Jtlcn (howers dWine» 
The ckni^h »rt hers, but all the drops m mine. 

PAL ^ M 6 )«• 
Scc'ft thou yon beauteous arch, that now adorns 
And gilds the watery clouds, whofe bending horns 
Suck up th' adnniring fea ? how bright a (how I 
What lively colours paint the (bining bow ! 
But, ah ! how foon its waning glories fail, 
While envious oiifls and dufky (hades prevail ! 
Such beauty is, fo flux, fo quickly gone ; 
Alira will foon be fcorn'dj and hardly known s 
When with wan lips her eyes look, faint and dead. 
And all the Cupids of her cheeks are fled. 

M I P P I A S. 

No kind amufement can my thoughts rempve t 
My foul is fuc*d, and all the theme is Love. 
Her rifing cheeks, fet round with flowing hair. 
Like the bright moon in dewy nights appear, 
When circling haloes guard from her the fight 
Of meaner (lars, and ihine with borrow 'd iight. 
Her lips, that dear, foft, pouting, )uUy pair, 
(Whofe breathings fweet as Eadern hretzes are) 
Invite to Love, and yet deny the blifs, 
Kides invite, but they refufe to kifs. 



P A L ^. M o N. 
Ungrateful Love, bom of a beauteous face. 
Its parent rudely kills, fpoils every grace, 
And fullies youthful bloom with a too kind embrace. 
When once the nymph yields up her envy'd charms. 
All to be rifled in the Triton's arms. 
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Slie grows unwieldy, and her cheeks look pale t 
So flowers by handling fade, fo all their coloan fail 

B I P P I A S. 

Since beauty fades, why ihould the Nymph be coy ? 
Snatch then with eager hafte the fleeting joy. 
In fpite of wrinkled age and eating Time, 
Still (hall I know that beauty once was mine. 
When a£tion 's paft, I '11 on reflexion live, 
And the remembrance ihall the blifs revive; 
Such lufcious food will ever leave a ufte. 
Face cannot reach the pteafure that is paft. 

ECLOGUE X 
MERGE, OTYS. 
M E R O B. 

OTYS, begin 

Since he is gone, I Ml fetch him to my arms 
By facred fpells, and force of magic charms. 
Search in the (lime, you 'U find the Cramp-fifli thercy 
That, chilling, ilops whatever fwims coo near s 
You '11 find the filh, that flays the labouring fhip, 
Though ruffling winds drive o'er the noify deep : 
So Phorbas, while irom me he perjur'd flies. 
Is (Iruck benumb'd, and tix'd with ftrange furprize. 
I.ook down aufpicious Moon,* too well you know 
What Love will force, and potent charms can do. 

Take here and drain the Sepia's ♦ inky juice, 
Sprinkle the fea, and fay, « I thus infufe 

* The Cuctle-fiih. One Angular property of this fpecles 
has been mentioned in p. 220. Another, not Icfs remark- 
able, may be feen in p. 254* N. 

Sad 



NEREIDES. 241 

Sad glooomy thoughts into the perjur*d fwaiDy ' 
Till he relenting figh, and turn to Love again. 

Look tk)wn, aufpicious Moon ; too well you know 
What Love will force, and potent charms can do. 

Wreath tliree times thrice three reeds, and feven times 

round 
Tlic chaplets wave (ftrangc .virtues have been found 

In numbers liid j and energy divine. 

In figur'd fpells, and the myfterious trine.) 

Look down aufpicious Moon ; too well you know 

What I^ove will force, and potent charms can do. 

Take here the ravenous dog, and wound him through. 
Then cry aloud, *' Pliorbas, I ftrike for you !" 
So may his foul be picrc'd with fretting pain, 
Till he relenting figh, and turn to Love again. 

Look down, aufpicious Moon j too well you know 
What Love will force, and potent charms can do. 

Go fetch dry weeds ; they lie on yonder ifle j -» 

Then raife in corner'd fquares the artful pile, > 

And force tiie kindled heap wiih flaming oil: -* 

So may hib tortur'd foul in anguifti mourn, 
And as the pile, fo may the Triton burn. 

Look down, aufpicious Moon; too well you know 
What Love will force, and potent charms can do. 

I hear the hollowing elves, ahd midnight Ihriek 
Of wandering ghofts, who now unbodied fcek 
Their loft abodes, and rcflUfs ever roaiii ; 
Affright, ye elves, and bring my Plioibas home. 

Look down, aufp-cious Moon; too well you know 
What Luvc will force, and potent chams can do. 
Vol. V. R While 
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While no\v the flames confume the facred heap» 
Sing, Otys j try to lull my foul aileep { 
Delightful founds, when form*d by fludious art 
Will kind relief a while, and {lumbering cafe impart ; 
They quell fad thoughts, and raife from black defpair 
The troubled mind, and dill the voice of care. 

OTYS. 

Love once alTay'd to fwim ; in wanton ^lay 

He labouring ftrove to cut the liquid way : 

He prefl the waters with extended arms. 

And, as he mov'd, difplay'd a thoufand charms. 

When, tir'd with fport, he would at length have flown,! 

His wings were clogg'd with wet, and ufelefs grown,/ 

Fluttering he ftrovci but moifture preft him down. 

The God of Love is now to feas confinM, 

No Triton muft be proud, or Nymph unkind. 

MERGE. 

Ceafe, Otys ; fee, the flame already dies, 
Choak'd with dark fmoaky fumes, that circling rife. 
Moifture imbib'd preferves the reeking heap : 
Sad fign ! — 

Nor will he burn, nor (hall I ccafc to weep. 
; In vain we ftrivc : no artful fpell can move, 
No charm will force unwilling fouls to love. 

ECLOGUE XL 

E U N E. 

E U N E, a beauteous Nymph, and Triton Swain, 

Agreed a while to leave the bound lefs main j 

And near the fliore unfcen they chofc to kifs, 

Where U0 Sea-rival might difturb the blifs. 

O'er- 
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O'crwhelm'd with joy, his lips Ihe gently preft. 
Then mucmuring fell, and ilept upon his breaftf 
While pleating dreams pad fcenes of Love repeat^ 
And cooling breeEes fan the fummer's heat. 
Thus as ihe lay entranc'di the wanton air 
Play'd on her mouth, and fported with her hair t 
The boy, lefs kind, thus as (he flceping lay, 
Rofe unperccivM, and ftolc unheard away. 
(For men once fatiate, when the rage is o'er. 
Will curfe that beauty, which they now adore.) 
The ebbing tide had left the fandy plain. 
When Eune wak'd, and look'd, but iook'd in vain. 
Sad thoughts and black defpair piercM through her foul, 
.With tears ihe faw the diftant billows roll. 
She found herfelf forfaken and alone ; 
The Triton abfent, and the water gone. 
Grievous ihe moan'd her fate, and weeping faid : 

** Is thus my love, my eafy love betray'd ? 
Such fcorn wc may expe6^, nay we deferve. 
When wanton fouls from fteady virtue fwervc. 
But, ah ! inconflant Mclvin, and ingrate. 
When Love was ceas'd, you might have fhown yourhatc, 
You might have kill'd me with thofe faithlefs hands, 
Rather than leave me thus on parching fands» • «. 
Well may you follow the inconflant fea, 
The waves arc falfe, and you are falfe as they. 
By both betray'd, with gnawing hunger pin'd,. 
I mud unpity'd die, and— die for being kind. 
Farewell, ye iiftcr-nymphs, believe no more, ^;^-. ; 

Nor trud the youth, nor trufl the hated fhore. 

R 2 Farewell, 
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Farewell, ye diftant waves ; you I forgive, 
Well might you fickle prove, and Eune leave^ 
When he, who lov*d (o much, yet could deceive. 
Farewell, ye fportive fiOi, and beauteous fhells. 
And (htning pearls, that grow in rocky cells. 
Whofe polifliM orbs, on twigs of coral (Vrung, 
Around my neck the pcrjur'd Melvin hung. 
Farewell, ye fongs, that once were thought to pleafe. 
My voice fhall calm no more the liftening feas. 
Unhappy fate of the foft yielding Maid ! 
"Whoever loves, is fure to be bctray'd.'* 

Thus the def'pairing Nymph complain'd alone, 
Till, faint with grief, and tir'd witlx piteous moso. 
When kinder flcep again with calm furprizc 
Sooth'd all her pain, and clos'd her willing eyes; 
And now returning waves by flow degrees 
Move on the beach, and ft retch the widen'd feas. 
Melvin approaches with the rifing tide. 
And in his arms enfolds his fleeping bride. 
Eune, awake, viith wonder vicw'd around ; 
The fea was near, and the loft Lover found. 
" Ah I do I now, or did I dream l)cforc. 
Cries the fond Nymph, when, on tlie barren fliore. 
Left by the Tea and you, Co long I mourn'd ; 
How were you gone, or whence are you returned }" 
** Vain dreams, reply'd the wily youth, deceive 
Your wandering thoughts, and falfe impreilions leave. 
He faid, and kifs'd the Nymph; flie kifs'd. again, 
And> hleft with Melvin's fmiles> forgot her pain. 

ECLOGU; 
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ECLOGUE Xir. 
MUREX, GLAUCUS. 

M U R E X. 

SEE*oT tbou yon fleet that llowly moves in ftatc? 
The fea has fcarce a depth to bear the preiling weight. 

GLAUCUS. 

Thefe every (bore has feen ; all climates know. 
As far as land extend, or waters flow. 
Lacon '* the chief, who guides the floating hod. 
As late I heard, when near the Brittlh coafl 
Unfeen I flood, while thus a nihing fwain 
Half-frozen faid, and to- his mate began : 

I FISHERMAN. 

*' Pity, ye Gods, and thaw the rigid froft ; 
My hands are (lifF, and all my feeling loft. ' 
The Moon with fliarpen*d horns looks coldly bright. 
And thus augments the chillnefs of the night. 
Bright icy fpangles gild the fhining oar, 
And fnowy flakes have whiten 'd all the fliorc. 
How curft the fate ! how hard the fi flier's lot, 
To toil for ever thus, and toil for nought ! 
Midft all the gloom and horrors of the ni«hr. 
When rambling elves and fliricking ghoAs affright. 
On refllefs waters we are labouring tofl, 
To catch the falling ice and hoary froft ; 
While the foft dames of the luxurious town 
On yielding beds are laid, and every clown, 
When night draws near, unyokes the willing bcaft> 
Then cats his fill j and, thus by Heaven blcft. 
On fmelling heaps of ftraw he takes unenvy'd reft; 

* Sir John Leake, the celebrated Admiral, N. 

R a Ox 
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Or clfc deceives a while the winter-nights 
With plcaiiug tales, and ftories fcign'd of fpritcs. 
With waking care, when we at length have caught 
The mighty prize, we fo impatient fought ; 
The fqueamilh town reje6l9 it all with fcorn. 
And empty we with fruitlefs pain return. 

O ! might I live content a ihepherd fwain. 
And fit on grafly vales, and view the circling plain ? 
How blefl were I, would me the gods allow 
To goad the ox, and hold the bending plow; 
Or on the rifing ridge with equal hand 
To ftrow the fcarter'd feeds, and ftock the furrow'd land! 

G L A U C V S. 

Thus he ; but th' aged fire, whofe hoary head 
Had feen more years, with calm experience faid : 

2 FISHERMAN. 

** Alas I their fortune is of all the worfl j 
Each man (himfelf a judge) is truly curft. 
Through ignorance we commend a life unknown,. 
And praife another's (late, and grieve our own; 
While he as much complains, is pin*d with care. 
And gladly would exchange his envy'd ihare. 
The Gods on us a daily fcaft beftow. 
For which no price we pay, no thanks we owe. 
The Cod (delicious food !) Mullets and Soles, 
And ihining Mackerel, fwim for us in fhoals. 
Such fare the wealthy citizen will prize, 
Ev'n when they flink (long kept), and we defpife j 
While on lour herbs the ihepherds poorly feed, 
Or faplefs chcefc and crufts of mouldy bread i 

Or 
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Or if by chance a flraggling litnb be dro^vn*d. 

With fighs he eats what he with forrow found : 

He grieves his lofs, and ever is in paia 

By foowy winters, or by fummer's rain. 

All do not 4ove in clotting fields to fweat, * 

Where clayey fallows clog the labouring feet> 

But who 's not pleas 'd to walk on eafy fand. 

While waving heaps are by the Zephyrs fann'd, • 

And wanton gales, that whiftle in the weeds, 

From flowing grafs difperfe the riper feeds ? 

Who will not gather the dcfertcd fhells, 

Or climb fteep rocks, and fearch the hollow cells 

For hidden eggs, while all the birds in vain 

Fly forrowing round, and with loud threats com plaia. J- 

No earthy fumes, or noify infeft, here 

Didurb or taint the unmoleflcd air. 

Venus protefts the fea, from whence Ihe came. 

And love in water can preferve his flame; 

The Nymph to leafy woods and ihady groves 

The fea prefers j the fca the Triton loves j 

Lacon the fea perfers to flowery meads, 

And o'er unfathom'd depths the navy leads. 

While he defends our ifle from hoftiie- fleets. 

The filher undiflurb'd at leifure fits ; 

His nets fecure fear nought but waves and wind, . 

Or boiflerous filh, who will not be confin'd, 

Lacon will not defpife the fifhcrs cott. 

But pleafing looks, and often hails our boat.. • 

If e'er he comes again, he has from me 

The choicefl fpoils of all the rifled fra, 

R 4 Buck- 
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Buckhorn, and faked Cod, Sprats fmoak'd and dry. 
And Oyfters that UDiheU'd in pickle lie.'* 

G L A u c u s. 
He faid ; and from him ihook the falling ice. 
When to him thus th' enliven'd youth replies: 

1 FISHEHMAN. 

'' Lacon !— The name has thaw'd my Aagnate blood t 
It fprings through every vein ; I feel the circling flood. 
No midnight chills can harm, nor falling fleet ; 
Joy fills the foul, and fpreads diffufive heat, 
Though the bright moon, and every fliining (lar^ 
Encreafe the cold, and wet the piercing air. 
Who Lacon loves, him may the Nymphs attend. 
And from the (helves, and rocks unfeen defend ! 
Who Lacon hate * (if there be fuch), may they, 
Dafli'd in rough ftorms, fmk down to iilh a grateful preyf 
Would he permit, I'd leave my fifhiug oars. 
And venture on the main to diflant (hores. 
I am no flranger to the feas, and know 
What *tis to dance on waves, when winds too rudely blow*** 

2 FISHERMAN. 

Fond youth (returns the fire) wilt thou compare 
Thefe rotten boats to mighty ihips of war ? 
Whofe (leady bulks can ilem the ocean-floods. 
And with their mafts o'er-look the flitting clouds ^ 
Wert thou to climb that height, a flrange furprize 
Would lofe thy hold, and turn thy fwiming eyes. 
Ambition fuits not him, whofe birth is mean; 
The Gods defpife the proud, and love the humble fwain.** 

* Sir John Leake was at that time high in favour both 
at court and with the nation at large. N» 

e L A Q- 



KEREIDES* t4f 

G L A U C U S. 

He fatd ; and eoded thus th' alternacc foug t 
I drove the fifh; and the unthinkmg throog 
Frefs to their boat, and fill the fwelling net; 
They joyous feize the prey, and all their pain forget* 

ECLOGUE XIII. 
MUR^NA, CHROMIS. 

M U It A N A. 

WHO knows what Heaven's decree for man dtfign'^j^ 
Or what 's the certain doom of human kind ? 
Who knows his former, or his future ftatt. 
And fecrets teeming in the womb of Fate ? 
Th' Angelic orders fure look down, and fmile. 
While we flill judge amifs, and ftill for nothiag toil. 
He finds hb own dcfe£tsy who ^inks the moA y 
That Reafon makes us wretched, which we boaft^ 
And men are always prudent to thtir coft. 
The earth-bom mortal, when he round him fees 
The flowery paflures and the budding trees. 
Is fondly proud, admires his fancied home. 
And thinks that all were made for him ^nc i 
That Heaven to him, as Lord, this world entnWls, 
And gives a fovereign fway ; that all things muft 
Obey his will, and gratify his lull. 
While he forgets the ocean's waterv ma&, 
Whofe boundlefs depths the fcanty earth furpafs i 
Where thoufand different kinds of living forms 
Lie bid in the abyis, and brave the difUnt dorms. 

C H R 0« 
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C H R O M I S. 

And thoufands more as beautiful as thefe 

(Unknown to us) may fport in diftant feas. 

Who then would vainly drive with curious pride 

To £nd what Heaven has to our fearch denied. 

When, ignorant of our home, we cannot guefs 

At half the (lore and riches we poiTefs.? 

Better would humbly we ourfclves contain 

Within our reach, and not indulge our pain. 

When once the foul ihall quit this earthly cafe^ 

And fly unbodied in the endlefs fpace. 

The efTences of things ihall all appear. 

And naked forms (as in themfelves they were), ' 

Nature will then unlock her fecret (lore : 

The veil of fenfe (hall hide her face no more. 

Mean while enough wc are allow'd t* enjoy, 

T' improve our reaibn, and our thoughts employ. 

Loofe not too much the reins to wild deiire : faffnre. 

Shrimps may not grow to Crabs, nor Orks to Whales 

We fee enough to pleafe our labouring minds. 

How Nature fports herfelf in antic kinds. 

A thoufand different forms we hourly view. 

And through moid paths the flying fhoals purfue. 

Who can with all his painful fearch declare 
What curious art indents the branched Star ? 
Or how in harden'd fliell by (hining dreams 
Ir imitates the fun's diffufive beams ? 

The Shark with pointed teeth is arm*d for prey { 
He breaks through all, and clears the liquid way ♦; 

* See Goldfmith*s account of the Shark, and its attendant 

the Remora or Sucking-fifh, in his fixth volume, p. 242. N. 

While 
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While the fond jSucking-fiih (a harmlefs breed) 
With fadened lips fapply the daily need,: 
And with a mouth unarm'd they clinging £eed. 
No loveiick Nymph's or wanton Triton^s kKs 
Is half fo lading, or fo clofe as hh* 

The Urchin^ * are by nature, fenc'd around i 
None dares approach ; for with a touch they wound. 
Wrapt up within themfelves they guarded Ue^ 
And to their own embrace for fafety fly* 

In vain the fiihers for the Glanis wait ; 
He leaves the hook, and takes the eafy bait* 
So Ino, when by love I would haye won» 
Seizes my heart, but dill fecures lier own. 

Fiih vainly curious will each year retire 
To fredier dreams, and novel floods admire ; 
Fools, to exchange their waves, and native deep 
For noify brooks that o*er the pebbles creep I 
They wifely are content, who don*t edeem 
A tadelefs river, of a ihallow dream. 

When fifliers iing, the Puffins f to their boats 
Unweening prefs to hear the -ruder notes $ 
Though proudly they efcape th* inviting bait. 
In fofter words they find a furer fate. 
Who then will dare approach the Syren's tongue» 
Or who untouched can hear Leucoiia's fong ? 
Though Chromis *fcape the fury of her eyes. 
Her voice overtakes him, and in vain he flies. 

The Sargus, emblem of unbounded lud, 
Is always falfc, and to his bride unjud 2 
And, not content o'er all the fea to range. 
And thus pollute himfelf with daily change, Pur- 

♦ See GoWfmith, vol. VII. p. 6i, N. -^ lVi.N\,^. ^^. ^. 
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Purfuet fbrbiddeti love, and fondly doit» 

On earth-born kinds, and courts the feedin]^ goats. 

jbut the kind Mulkts are a conftant pairi 

Thev (each) (till fix to one, and fctk nd ether fair. 

Tn^ bearded Prawn 's a Itvely inftanoe made 
Of mutual kindnefs, and of friendly aid. 
He the gay Pearl attends with ftudious cacv. 
And in the common prey commands a fbarb. 
The Pearl is dull, though gaudy in his fhell, ' 
(For wit but feldom will with beauty dwell) { 
But the fly Prawn can fecret iigns convey, 
And with a touch forewarns to feize the prey^ 
While the deceitful rays, and fpangled fight. 
To certain death th* admiring throng invite. 
(Pleafures indulged repented are too late. 
And they like us to beauty owe their fate ( 

U V K JE K A, 

I fee a Nymph, who in the liciuid maze 

Now fporting dives, and with a Dolphin plays. 

On whom I could unwearied ever gaze : 

When ihe appears, I need no other theme 

To make my daily care, or nightly dream. 

That fair-one has enough t' engrofs the whole. 

To take up every thought, and fill the foul. 

Ah ! might thefe arms entwine that world of love^ 

In vain refearches I'd no longer rove ; 

Thus pleas'd, I'd be content to know no more. 

Or to forget e'en what I knew before. 

Happily ignorant, I would defpife 

The curious learning of the vainly wife. 

4 I&CLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE XIV. 
A L C O N, C H A L CIS, 
CETE, 9 Nymph (confcioui of beauty), ftrow 
To expofe her charms, and every grace improve ; 
Now wanpn div'd, now with an haughty air 
In circling ringlets^ twift her flowing hair, 
Chalcis and Alcon at -a diftance ftood; 
Their wiilful eyes with fudden tranfport glow'd. 
Too foon they fcat'd to lofc the pleafing fight. 
And would the Nymph to longer flay invite. 
Alternate fongs the RivaUyouths compare, 
And, changing, thus engage the- likening Fair. 

ALCON. 

The Lamprey will admit the Serpent's * love. 
And Nature does th' unequal match approve; 
But find ihe makes the fpoufe himfelf difarm. 
And leave behind the poifon, that would ham« 
But we court love with its attending ills i 
A deadly draught the bitter potion fills. 
Happy the Nymph, happy the Tritons were, 
•If thofe were innocent, and thefe fincere* 

c H A L c I 8. 
The Dolphkis are to meaner fiih preferr'd. 
And made the chief of all the finny herd. 
They love promote, and the hid Nymph betray^ 
•When Neptune fought in vain the fearful maid t 
Though coy Ihe fled, the- Dolphins were as fleet. 
And told the God, and ihew'd the clofe retrsac. 
So tell, ye fiih, where Cete hides below. 
And may the Godyet greater gifts beftow* 

* Of the Elops, or Sea-fcrpcnt, fre 6oldfmith| vohVl. 

p. 304. N. ^ A \.- 
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A L C O N. 

How can the Nymph be either true or kind. 
Bred up with waves, and us'd to noify wind ? 
Things here are cruel all ; with mutual rage 
Devour each other, and for food engage. 
On their own fpawn the gracelefs Tunnies ieed^ 
And joyous feafl on the enlivenM feed. 
So wayward beauty its own offspring bates. 
And kills the paflion which itfelf creates. 

C H A L C I 8. 

All are not cruel, but fome harmlefs feed. 
And eat the (lime, or bite the fwimming weed ; 
Nay, there are thofe live by a conftant kifs. 
And to each other owe their life and blifs. 
When fifliers for the female Sepia ♦ wait. 
If ihe be caught, they need no fecond bait ; 
The conftant Male will flill the Fair attend. 
And mocks the net, and glories in his end. 

A L C O N. 

When the mild Ipring, or fmiling calms, invite, 

The wanton iifh, in love and gay delight. 

Are fporting ieen, but foon are hid below. 

When ftorms begin, and winds in anger blow. 

But, Triton, there are fome, who, truly brave, 

Ev'n court the ftorAis, and mock the riling wave. 

So love is heightened by oppofmg frowns j 

Scorn cannot heal, but may repeat the wounds. 

c H A L c I s. 
I hate the (hore; for there tlie troubled deep 

Rowls all its filth, and forms a noiforoe heap. 

The dying dolphins to the ihore repair, 

Nor would in death pollute the purer air, Es 

* See abovci p. 210, 240. N. 



NEREIDES. 1S5 

Ev*!! when a cooling breeze from airy fields 
In Aimmers heat a kind refreOiment yields» 
[ choofe to ftay, where depthlcfs waters 'fioWy 
And fport with fifli above, or dive below. 

A L C ON. 

Ah ! wretthed fcas, alway avetfe to flcep ; 

Elere ravenous fifli their conftant watches keep : 

With reftlcfs pain they cut the tracklefs way, 

And feize the (poil, and feafl upon the prey. 

But though we wake, no hopes the toil repay. 

In vain by night we iigh, or iing by day | 

Nor may in tuneful fong our padion tell. 

The Nymphs defpife the voice, and dread the louder (helL 

C H A L C I S. 

Art mud be us'd, when force will not prevail. 

Snares wily laid, and cunning, feldom fail. 

I 'vc fecn the Crab, and how with fly deceit 

He patient will the opening Oyfter wait : 

Then with a Hone prevents the doling ihell, *• 

And tears the raviih'd prey from its unguarded cell. 

Th* unhappy fifli has all his fwects expos'd, 

O'ercome by craft, and can no more be clos'd. 

Cete well pleas'd thus far the Tritons heard. 
Then funk beneath, and as ihe difappear'd 
On Chalcis fmiVd," for Chalcis was preferred ; 
So well he lov'd, that the tranfported boy 
Could fcarce fuftain the vaft impetuous joy. 
While lucklefs Alcon knit his angry brow; 
His looks fad rage, and deep refentment Ihow, 
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And quick be dives to weep unfeen below. 

S O R T E S 
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SORTES VIRGILIANiE. 
KING CHARLES THE FIRST'S*. 

TJUT, vex'd with Rebels, and a ftubborn race, 

^^ His country banilh'd, and his Son's embrace, 

Some Foreign Prince for fruitlcfs fuccours try. 

And fee bis Friends inglorioufly die. 

Nor, when he (hall to faithlefs terms fubmir. 

His Throne enjoy, nor comfortable light \ 

But immature a (hameful death receive. 

And on the ground th' unburied body leave f . 

^ Charles I. being at Oxford during the Civil wars, went 
out oae day to fee the Public Library ; where he was (bevn 
among other books, a Virgil neatly printed, and exquifitely 
bound. The Lord Falkland, to divert the King, would have 
his Majefty make a trial of his fortune by the Sartes Vlrgllio' 
fUBi which every body knows was an ufual kind of augury 
fome ages pad. On the King's opening the book, the period 
which happened to come up was that part of Didoes impreca^ 
tions againft ^neas, ** At hello audacis, &c;" ^n, iv. 615. 
It is faid, King Charles feemed concerned at this accident; 
and that the Lord Falkland, obferving it, would likewife try 
his own fortune in the fame manner ; hoping he might fall 
upon fome paiTage that could have no relation to his caiC) 
and thereby divert the King's thoughts from any imprefEoa 
the other might have upon him. But the place that Lord 
Falkland ftumbled upon was yet more fuited to his deftioyf 
than the other had been to the King's ; being the (Irong ci- 
preffion of Evander, upon the untimely death of his fon, 
" Non hxc, O Palla, &c." iEn. xi. 152, See Welwood's 
IVIemoirs. N. 

•j- Sec Dryden*s verfion of this palTage, Englilh Poets, vol. 
XVUL p. 66, THE 
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THE LORD PALK^AKD^S^• 

'O Pallas, this was not ^y promis'd tow, 

To curb thy fire> and ihun the cruel foe. 

ThyTathcr fear'd thy forward youthful flame. 

The fweet deitre of praife-and warlike fame. 

O haplefs fruits of youth ! Ah, fatal coft _ . 

Of neighbour wars ! Ah, vows to Heaven loft I 

ON A DIMINUTIVE GENTLEMAN'S 
COURTING A FINE YOUNG LADY, 

,Y^ r ANTS, that durftinvade the Sky, 
^-^ By wrathful Powers were doom'd to die^ 
Shall better face this Pigmy fliare. 
Who dares attempt a iieavenly Fair? 

They took a lefs furpri-i^ing flight, 
^Tor towering boldnefs fuits with height] 
But when a Dwarf would (brangely rKey 
What wretched 6gure mocks our eyesi 

•Corre£t his raihnefs, Nymph Divinel 
You want not lightning thus to flilne{ 
rStrike this abfurd aifailant dead. 
And make the grave his bridal be^. 

The Wfty tree to Heaven afpires j 
A.nd who can blame his bold defires? 
'Tis for that end he feems fo grown, 
And tlierefore 's wondered at by none. 

But if fome humble fhrub would foar, 
! Meant for the ground, and < nothing more i 
All his pretending Folly jshide. 
And laugh at its prepoilereus Pride, 

■^^ee Dryden's trandatiwi, Englifh Poets, vol. Xl>C. j>. ^. 
Vol. V. Si H VMM 
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HYMN TO HYMEN. 
SET. TO MUSIC BY MR. DAVIS. 
VROM THE OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE M-iaCfLXANl 

TTEARy Hymen, hear our prayer^ 
^•■' And blefs tliis happy Pairj 
Sreat God, to thy propitious power. 

Our cFery blHs we owe ; 
With joy we wade each lonely hour. 

And Hve like thee below. 
Vouchfafe a while to want thy native ikies. 

Thy grateful influence to ihed 

On Henrietta's nuptial Tacd, 
And light thy tprch at Henrietta's eyes ! 

I fee the blooming Bride advance. 

To blefs her Lord's embrace ; 
Ten thoufand Beauties round her dance^ 
And revel in her face. 
Bright omens about her all happily crowds 

See ! Cupid deCccnds in. a cloud I 
With his bow and his quiver, and fneezes alodd* 
In tuneful order march the Spheres alon^, 
An<l Heaven itfclf ilanJs r-eveal'd in a Song, 

Then, Hymen, blefs this beauteous Pair^ 
And make them happy as they're fairj 
Let no dul} care about <them rove. 
But all 1)6 Ecftacy and Love : 
Domeftic ftrife be far awav, 
. J .et liotli ^oromanil, ar>*l both ube^ ! 

a 



<0N THE DEATH OF A BELOVED WIFE*, 
:by her husband, [MR. BIRCH+.J 

^WRITTEN ON HER COFFIN. 

TTTr HI L E pining anguilh, wild defpair, 
^ Increafc my pangs^ prolong my care j 
Deprived of all my foul held dear, 
Enchanting joy, and -love fmcere } 

WhiU 

* Thefe verfes were infcrteti in Mrs.Rowe'smlfceUaneous 

')vorks, and arc fpoken of by that ingenious lady, as might be 

•expofted^ in terms of approbation. They appeared likewife 

in the Gentleman's Magazine ; and Mr. Birch hlmfelf print* 

'^ed a number of them in a-feparate papeF, tto be given j^way 

among his friends. See the Bipgraphia Brit. art. BiftCHi N. 

f This valuable hiftorical and biographical writer was 
born in the parilh of St. John, Clerk«nwelly on the sr3d of 
November, 1705. His parents were both of them Quakers ; 
and his father, Jo(eph Birch, was a coffee- mill-maker by 
trade. Mr. Jofeph Birch endeavoured to bring up his Ton 
CO his own buiiners ; but fo ardent was the youth's palfion 
for reading, that he folicited his father to be indulged in this 
inclination, promifing, in that cafe, to provide for bimfelf. 
The firft fchool he went to was at Hemcl-Hemftcd in Hert- 
fordlhire. It was kept by John Owen, a rigid Quaker, for 
whom Mr. Birch afterwards officiated fome little wbile as an 

* 

iilher. The next fchool was kept by oneWelby, near Turnmill- 
Hreet, Clerkenwell, who never had above eight or ten fcholars 
At a time, whom he profefledtainflru^intheLatintongue in a 

'S z v(ar 
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While round the gloomy fcene 's difplay'dy 
And Death dill deepens every (hade s 
Sady (ilenc, dark, the pomp of woe ! 
Shall Sorrow's -eye forbear to flow ? 
Flow (till, ye tears! ye fighs, complaint 
— - But (ighs and tears alike are vain ! 
See there ^l pale and dead iht lies ! 
For everilowy my dreaming eyes ! 
Fly, Hymen, <wtth extinginih'd dresl 
Fly, nuptial blifs, ar.d chafle defires ! 

Cleora^ 

year and a half. Toliim Mr. Birch was, llkewife, an ulhcr ; as 
he alfo afterwards was to Mr. Befle, th^ famous Quaker, in 
George's Court in St. Jdhn's Lane, who publifhrd thepoftbu- 
mous works ofClaridge. It is farther faid that he went to 
Ireland with Dean Smedley; but in what year, and how 
long he refidcd with the Dean, cannot now be afcertained. 
Smedley publilhcd in 1728 '* A Specimen of an univcrfal 
View of all the Eminent Wrificrs on the Holy Scriptures j 
being a Colleftion of the difTertationSy'expUcations, and opi- 
nions of learned men, in aH ages, concerning .the difficult paf- 
fages and obfcore texts of the Bible ; and of what(bever is to 
be met with, in profane authors, which may contribute to- 
wards the better undcrftanding of them." This extenfive 
undertaking was intended to have been comprifed in two large 
folio volumes.: had the p'lau proceeded, it Is no very far- 
fetched conjc^ure .to luppole that Mr. Birch was to have 
been an affiftant. He was indefatigable in his application, 
and ftole many hours from ilecp to iiu:reafe his dock of know* 
•ledge* By this unremitting diligence, though he had noc 
ithe hajjpinefs of anjinivertity.educatioQ^ he foon became qua* 
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Cleora *s Bed, the lovelicft mind ; ^ 

Faith, fweetnefs, wit, together joinM. 

— Dwelt faith, and wit, and fweetnefs here? 

O view the change, and drop a tear! 

Once in thefe eyes each grace was feeoy 

And love and mildnefis ihone ferene ; 

Once fofc perfuaflbn tun'd her tongue. 

As trutli iincere, and fweet as fong ; 

Once tills cold hand could touch the lyre. 

And every tender thouglit rnfpire ^ 

Now 

fified to take holy orders in the church of England, to the 
fVirprize of his acquaintance. It is not prccifcly known when* 
this event took place; but it muft have been as early as 172^. 
tn the fame year he married the daugiter of tHe Rev. Mr. 
Cox, to whom he was curate ; and in this union he was iin- 
gularly happy : but- his felicity was of Ihort duration, Mrs. 
Birch dying in^lefs than twelve months after their marriage. 
The diforder which carried her off* was a puerperal fever, and 
almoil in the very article of her death Ihe wrote to her huf- 
band the following letter: • " July 31, 1719. 

** This day I return you, my deareft life» my finccrc, 
hearty thanks, for every favour befiowed on yourmoft faich^ 
ful and obedient wife, H^atinah Bikch." 

In 1732 he- was recommended tothe firiendfhip and favour 
of the late Lord High ChancdTor Hardwicke^ then Attorney 
General; to which noble Peer, and to the prefent Bffi of 
Hardwicke, he was^ indebted for all his preferments. The 
firft proof he experienced of his patron's regard, was the liv- 
ing of Ulttng, in the county of £fi*ex, in the gift of the 
csownj to which.he was preiented'i73i. In- 1734)) he was 

S ^ appointed 
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Now (inking to its parent clay, 
All changed, the body feems to fay, 
" Thus life, a ihadow, fleets away \'* 
O whifper (HU, thou voice divine ! 
Thine be the lore, attention mine. 
And while this awful objeft lies^ 
E;cpos'd before my weeping eyes. 
Teach me, fomc genius, from on high^. 
Like her to live, like her to die ; 
To emulate the paths ihe trod. 
Humane and generous, great and good ! 



} 
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appoioted one of the domeftic chaplkins . to the anfiortuDate- 
Earl of Kilmarnock, who was beheaded 1746.. Mr. Birch, 
was chofcn a member of the Royal Society,, Feb. 2a, 1734-5;: 
and of the Society of Antiquaries,, Dec. 11, 1735, **^ which 
lie afterwards became Direftbr till the year 1746". Before this- 
I he Marifchal College of Aberdeen had conferred on him,. 
by diploma, the degree of Mailer of Arts. In 1743^ by the 
intercft of Lord Hardwlcke, he was prefented by the crown 
to the finecure reftory of Landcwy Welfrey in the county of 
Pembroke j and in 1743-4, was preferred, in the fame -mait- 
we/, to the re£tory of Siddington St. Peter's, in the county 
jnd diocefe of Gloucefter. We find no traces of his- hiaving; 
taken pofTefTion of this living; and, indeed,^ it is probable that 
he quilted it immediately, for one more fnitable to his incliv 
nations, and to his literary engagements,. which required his 
iilmoft conftant refidence in town ; for on the 24th of Febru- 
ary, 1743-4, ^^ ^^s inJftituted to the united re&6ries of St* 
Michael, Wood-ftreet, and St. Mary Staining; and in 
1 745-6 to the united rectories of St. Margaret Pattens, and 

St. 
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Like her the rage of Death to chana. 

And every fting of pain difa^rm ; 

Rife, as ihe rofe, a fpotlefs foul, 

Who aim'd at joys beyond the pole % 
And r^ur'd on the verge of day, 
Sini]*d to behold the Ihinkig way. 

But, hark T the fadly iblemn bell 
Sullenly founds my laft fareweU. 

♦ -....■- , 

St. Gabriel, Fenchurch-ftrcet (by Lord ChancelTor Hardu 

wickc, in whofc turn the prefentation then was). In Janu- 
ary, i752» he was clewed one of the Secretaries of the Royal 
Society, in the room of Dr. Cromwell Mortimer, deceafcd. 
In January, 175 3 ,.theMarifchal College of Abcrdceii created 
him Dodor of Divinity r and in that year the- fame degree 
was conferred on him by archbiihop Herring. He was one 
of the truftees of The Britifh Mufeum, for which honour he- 
was probably indebted to the prefcnt Earl of Haidwicke i 
as he was for his laft preferment,, the rcftory of Depden in 
Eficx, to which he was inducted Feb. 26,. 1761. In the lat- 
ter part of his life he was chaplain to the Princefs Amelia* 
In 1765 he reiigned his office of Secretary to the Royal >So~ 
Ciety. His health declining about this time, he was ordered 
to ride for the recovery of it ; but being a bad horfeman, and 
going out, Jan. 9, 1766, he was unfortunately thrown from 
his horfe on the road betwixt London and Hampfteadj and 
died on the fpot, in the 6ift year of his age, to the great re-^ 
gret of the Dolor's numerous literary friends ; and was bu- 
llied in St Margatct Pattens. ' A lift of his valuable publica- 
tions may be fccn in the new edition of the " Biographia Bri- 
ttnnica.** N» 

S 4 tol 
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f^ ! round the eorfe the plaintive throngs 

Slow iDOvingy filent (talk alongt 

The tor^ that lends its mournful light. 

The myilie prayer, the funeral rite. 

The weeping fdend, th' expe6Hng ground^ 

The (ilent horror alt around. 

Have tempt«i Sorrow from her care. 

And now flie hovers o'er the grave; 

Kow (inks our hearts, impearls our eyes, 

And hids a general groan arifb ; 

Exclaims that man was doom'd to mourn,. 

And (its in pomp to guard the urn. 

*Tis done ! — Q ever dear, adieu ! 
Bach tender name is lod in you. 
Adieu, thou once- kind, lovely fsur t 
Sofc fpnng of joy, relief from cai% !' 
O reft ! may Love> with every grace j. 
And every Virtue, guard the place I 
While me receives tlie lonely bed. 
Sad, proftrate, filent as the dead ! 
Reftlcfs I prefs the well-known place,. 
And vainly feek tl^ dear embrace ; 
While How and drear the minutes roll; 
And anguifii racks my inmofl foul. 
— But fee I what heavenly power ferencL- 
Darts gently through the gloomy fceneJ.- 
*Tis (he ! ingUding from above ; 
The fame her form, the fame her love. 

'* Weep'ft thou, my deareft ? weep no more ! 
Though tranficnt fcenes of. life are oVr: 
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New worlds now open to my view; 

Blifs, Knowledge, Virtue^ boundlefs, true;; 

Where foul* with focial- raptures glow. 

While Sin and Vengeance reign below. 

Hence nightly T, thy guardian pov^er,. 

For ever confcious of the hour 

That joln'd our hearts^ defcend to keepi 

My dearefl charge, to watch thy fleep^. 

Hint fofcer dreams, to chace away 

Black Error^s mif^, and blight diff^iy. 

The form of Virtue to*thy fight ; 

Dart o'er thy fbul a fkonger ligllt s: 

In Reafbn'S voice to^whtf^r ftill:| 

To pu^r Mifs diteft thy will ,• 

A beamy cloud around' you throw^ 

And viewlefs- guide you a$ yoir-go^ 

1.0 ! (few ihort moments roll'd between)!) 

Tprefent change the darkfome fcenei 

Difpel the awful (hades of Death, 

And gently eafe your pasting breathy 

Glad hall you to the realms above. 

Dear, bled, immortal as our love I. 

Thus while we leave thy lifelefs day^ 

To fome bright orb the foulconvey. 

Where Virtue, Truth, and Pleai\irc jbiiij. 

And raptur'd fay —This feat be thine ! 

Here knowledge, great as fouls can know^ 

Shall purge the error* leam'd belibw 1 

Enlarge thy powers, improve thy iight|. 

And ihew thcc truth. in natiire light. 
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Sec, there yon happy fhadcs employ 
Their hours in bljfs and focial joy ; 
High rais'd on Virtue's eagle wing,-. 
The Patriots ajft, the Poets fing ; 
With purer fires the Lovers gloi^. 
Than youth or fenfe infpirc below. 
Here joip we then the kindred race,. 
That fprings to opeet our fgft embrace ; 
Or in fome fweet fcqyefter'd grove 
. Mix flame with flame, and love with love. 
Hence wing'd with thought excuHive fly 
From orb to orb, and range the ij^y. 
View Wifdoro, Power, and Goodnefs, ihine 
Through Nature's frame ; their fource djivinei. 
— - O call thefe fcenes to thy relief, . 
Bright future fcenes ! and calm tl^ grief: 
Live happy ; nouri(h flill the love, 
That bled on earth, and joins our fouls above :^ 

She fpake, flie fmil'd, ihc foar'd away : 
While comfort glanc'd a healing ray. 

CHLOE PERFUMING HERSELF. 

%Y MR. GRANVILLE, AFTEHWARDS LORD LAJfSDOWN-£^ 

"nELIEYE me, Chloe, thofe perfumes that cofl 
••^ Such fums tO'fwecten theej is treafure lofb: 
Not all Arabia would fuflicient he $ 
Thou fmell'ft not of thy fweets, tliey ftink of thee I 

* This and" all the following p«em»^ by Lord Lanfdowne 
were accidentally omitted in arranging the late editioi\ of^he 
£ngliih Poets. N. 

3 A LOY- 
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A LOYAL EXHORTATION, r68r. 

BY LORD LAN9D0WNE** 

f\F kings detliron'd, and blood of. brethren fpilt,^ 
^^ In vain, O Britain I you *d avwrt the guilt, 
f crimes which your forefathcrs^ bluOi'd to own,. * 

Repeated, call for heavier vengeance down. .) 

Tremble, ye People! who your Kings diftrefi ; 
i^remble, ye Kings I' for People you opprefs; 
"h' Eternal fees, ^rm'd with his forky rodsv 
"he rife and fall of Empire *s from the Gods. T O' 

* If the tcftimonies of contemporary writers were to be' 
;Iicd on> this Nobleman would be Intitled to the hlgheft 
ink, as an accomplifhed gentleman, an exalted genius,, and 
I excellent poet. Waller, Dry den, Addifon, Pope, Baling- 
-oke, and Young, have borne evidence in the moft ample; 
anncr to his abilities. He was a younger fon of a younger 
other, nearly related to the family of the earl, of Bathj 
as born in 1667 j became a member of Trinity College, 
ambrldge, at a very early period of llfej took his dcg;ree , 
' M. A. there afthc age of 13 years;, and was with diffi- 
ilty prevented from taking-up arms, both at the time of 
fonmouth's rebellion, and atthe Revolution of King James, 
aving no public employment, being totally unconncfted 
ith the -court, and poffelTed of but a contraftcd fortune, he 
voted his attention during the reign of King William to 
erary purfuits andamufemcnts, the fruits of which appear- 
in his plays and poems, chiefly written within that period*. 
t the acceffion of Queen Anne, he was chofen into parlia- 
snt, and fate In the houfe of commons until he was created* 
peer. On the change ofthe miniftry, in the year 1/710, he 
IS appointed fecretary at war, and afterwards fucccHvely 
cnptroller and treafurer of the houfehold* Hl^ ^^.Q^tv^^v^-G^ 
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TO MIRA*. BY LORD L ANSDOWNEv 

T QST in alabyrinth of doubts and joy s» 

■^^ Whom* now her fmile^ reviv'd, her fcorn def^roys r 

She willy and flie will not ; ihe grants, denies, 

Confents, letraCb, advances, and then flies ; 

ApproTing and rejefting^ in a breath, 

Kow proffering mercy, now prefenting- death* 

Thus hoping> thu&>derpairing, never fure» 

How various are the torments I endure V 

Cruel' eftate of doubt ! ah, Mira !. try 

Once to xckAvc -—Or let me live, or die^ 

vrith the Tory minifters prevented his being empFoyed in the 
fiacceeding reigns of George I. and II. in the former of which 
lie fell under fufpiclon of plotting agatnft the Govemmeotr 
and was committed to the Tower,, where he was confioed 
17 months. The latter part of his life was fpent in the- 
cultivation of letters in an honourabib retirement, univer- 
fally beloved and' refpeAed by alt orders of men. He died 
January 30, 1735, '^^ ^he 68kh year of his age. Mr.Walpole 
obferves,.that<* he imitated Waller; But, as that poet has^: 
been much excetfed iince, a fainf copy of a faint mafter 
muft ftrike^lefs." — I owe thefe obfervations (and all the 
notes in this Collection figned'R). to the friendfhip of the 
gentleman wlio coIleiVed the pieces, which form the Sixth- 
Volume of Dr. Yoong*s Works. N. 

* Frances daughter to Robert earl of Cardigan ; married- 
firft to — — Levingflon earl of Newburgh in Scotland, v4- 
afterwards to Richard Bellew baron Dueleck in Ireland. See 
vol. IV. p. 327. N» 

THB 
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THE WILD BOAR'S DEFENC:dL 
BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 

A Boar, who had cnjoy'd a happy reign 
For many a year, and fed on many a man, 
Call'd to account, foftening hisfavagc eyes. 
Thus, fuppliant, pleads his Cailfe before he dies. 

'< For what am I condemned I My crime 's no more 
To eat a Man, than }^urs t9 eat a Boar. 
We feck not you; but take what Chance provides, 
Natuie and mere Neceility eur guides. 
You murder us in fporr, t4ien diih us ap 
For drunken feafls, a relifli for che cup. 
We lengthen not our meals ; but you muft fea{}y 
Gorge till your bellies burft— Pray who 's the bcaft ? 
With your humanity you keep a fufs. 
But are in truth worfe brutes than all of ys. 
We prey not on our kind ; but you, dear brother f' 
Mod beaftly of all beaftsy devour each other, 
icings worry kings, neighbour with neighbour ftrivesi, 
-Fathers and fons, friends, brothers, huibands, wives. 
By fraud or force, by poifon, fwprd, or gun^ 
"Dcflroy each other, every mothex'^ fon." 

TO MRS. AFRA BEHN*. BY THE SAME. 

^'T^WO wartior Chiefs f the voice of Fame divide; 

-■■ Who 1)0(1 defervM, not Plutarch could decide : 
Behold two mighty Conquerors appear. 
Some for your wit, fome for your eyes, declare; 

♦ Sec vol. I. p. S5, 1J5. N. f Alexander and Cxfar. L. 
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Debates arife, which captivates us mod, 
And none can tell the charm by which he 's loft. 
The bow and quiver does Diana bear, 
Venus the dove, Pallas the ihield and fpear ; 
Poets fuch emblems to their Gods^iTign $ 
■Hearts, bleeding by the dart and pea be thine. 

CUPID DISARMED, 
ro THE PRINCESS D'AITVERGKE. 

BY THE SAME. 

«. 

/^UPID, delighting to be near her» 
^^ Charmed to behold her, charmed to heir her, 
As he Aood gazing on her face. 
Enchanted with each matchlefs grace. 
Loft in the trance, he drops the dart. 
Which never fails to reach the heart-: 
She fci^es it, and arms l^r hand, 
** *Tis thus I Love himfelf command : 
Now tremble, cruel Boy I ihe faid. 
For all the mil'chicf you have made." 
The God, recovering his furprizc, 
Trufts to his wings, away he flics j 
Swift as an arrow cuts the wind. 
And leaves his whole artillery behind. 
Princcfs! reftore the boy his ufclcfs darts, 
Wiih furcr charms you captivate our hearts. 
Love's captives oft their libeny regain, 
»Death only -can releafe us from your chain. 
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BACCHUS DISARMED. 

rO MRS. LAURA DfLLON, [LADY FA.tlCLAN0]. 
BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 

> ACCHUS ! to arms, the enemy's at hand : 
^ Laura appears; fland to your glaffes, flandl 
le God of Love the God of Wine defies^ 
hold him in full march in L,aura*s eyes ! 
cchus ! to arms ; and, te refift the dart, 
ch with a faithful brimmer guard his heart. 
ft Bacchus ) fly, there 's treafon in the cup, 
r Love comes pouring in with every dropi 
eel him in my heart, my blood, my . brain $ 
ff Bacchus ! fly, reiiflence is in vain : 
, craving quarter, crown a frFendly bowl 
» Laura's health, and give up all thy fouL 

HER'NAME, BY THE SAME. 

jT^ U £ S S, and I il frankly own her name, 

^^ Whofe eyes have kindled iiich a flame j 

The Spartan or the Cyprian queen 

Had ne*er been fung had ihe been feen : 

Who fet the very Gods at war. 

Were but faint images of herf 

Believe me, for by Heavens 'tis true I 

The Sun in all his ample view 

Sees nothing half fo fair or briglic, 

^ot €v*o his own re fle6lcd. light. 

So fwcct a face ! fuch graceful mien ! 

Vivo cap this be.'— *Tis Hcvarc!— or Salh-ndetw 
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U R <5 A N J) A ' S PROPHESY, 

SPOKEN BY WAY OF EPliLQCUE AT THE 

FIRST REPILE&ENT^TION OP THE 

BRITISH ENCHANTERS. 

BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 

TJROPHETIC fiiry rolls witliin my breafl, 
*^ And, as at Delphi, when the foaming prieA^ 



} 



Full of his God, proclaims the diftant doom 
Of kings unborn, and nations yetto-come. 
My labouring mind fo -druggies to unfold 
On Britifh ground a iuture age of gold ) 
Butieft incredulous 3X>u hear — behold, 

IHin a fcene reprejentitig the ^een^ andtbg fiwtrd 
triumphs of ber Majeflfs reigfi,^ 

High on a throne appears the martial Queen, 
Witii grace fublime, and willi imperial mion* 
Surveying -round her with impartial eyes. 
Whom to proteft, or whom flie Ihill chaftifc. 
l^ext to her fule victorious Marlborough ftands 
Waiting, obfervant of her dread commands : 
The Queen ordains ; and, like Alcides, he 
Obeys, and executes her high decree. 
In every line of her aufpicious face 
Soft Mercy fmiles, adoruM with every grace : 
-So Angels look ; and fo, when Heaven decrees, 
T'hey fcourge the world to piety and peace. 

Emprefs and Conqueror, hail ! thee Fates ordain 
O'er all the willing world folc arbitrcfs to reign; 

To 
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To no one people are thy laws conBn'dy 
Great Britain's Queen, but Guardian of Mankmdj 
Sure hope of all who dire oppreiHon bear. 
For allth' opprefs'd become thy inftant care. 
Nations of conqueft proud thou Tam*ft to free. 
Denouncing War, prefenting Liberty : 
The Vi^lor to the vanquifli'd yields a prize, 
"For in thy triumph their redemption lies : 
freedom and Peace for ravifh'd Fame you givCy . 
Invade to blefs, and conquer to Tclieve : 
So the Sun fcorches and revives by turns, 
Requiting with rich metals where he burns. 
Taught by this great example to be juft, 
Succeeding Rings ihall well fulfil their truftj^ 
Difcord, and War, and Tyranny, (hsll ceafe. 
And jarring nations be compcU'd to peace ; 
Princes and States, like fubje6bs, (hall agree 
To trufl her power, fafe in her piety. 

FORTUNE. AN EPIGRAM- 

BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 

TTT HEN Fortune fcems to fmilc, 'ris then I fear 
^ ^ Some lurking ill, and ludd«n mifchief near : 
iJs'd to her frowns, I ftand upon my guard, 
And, arm*d in virtue, keep my foul prepared. 
Fickle and falfe to others IJic may be, 
I can complain but of her conflancy-* 

— -Virtutcm a me, 
Fortunam ex aliis.— 
Vol, V. T <^ ^ ^ 
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• N THE PRESENT CORRUPTION OF MAKKIRO. 
INSCRIBED TO THE LORD FALKLAND ♦. 

BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 

/^ Falkland! offspring of a generous race, 
^■^ Renown'd for arms and arts, in war and peace : 
My kinfman f, and my friend ! from whence this curfc 
Entail'd on man, ftill to grow vvorfe and worfc ? 

Each age, indudrious to invent new crimes. 
Strives to outdo in guilt preceding times; 
But now we 're fo improved in all that *$ bad. 
We (hall leave nothing for our fons to add. 

That idol, goKl, poflclTes every heart ; 
To cheat, defraud, and undermine, is art : 
Virtue is folly ; confcience is a jeft: ; 
Religion gain, or prieftcraft at the bed. 

Friendlhip *s a cloak to hide fome treacherous end; 
Your ereatefl foe is your profelling friend 5 
Tiie foul refign'd, ungu.*rded, and fecure, 
The wound is deepeft, and the ftrokc mod furc. 

J^ftice is bought and fold; the bench, the bar, 
Plead and decide, but gold 's th' interpreter. 
Pernicious mcral ! thrice accurfl: be he 
Who found thee firlT:; all evils fpring from thee. 

■■ See a poem to the Lady Falkland, in p. 271. N. 
■J Or. this relaiiorJh-p the Peerages afe lilent. N. 

7 Sires 
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Sires fell their fons, and fons their fires betrays 
And fcnatcs vote, as armies fight, for pay; 
The wife no longer is reflrain'd by (hamey 
Bu: has the hu (band's lc«ve to :play the game. 

Direas*d, decrepit, from the mix'd embrace 
Succeeds, of fpurious ranulil, a puny race : 
From fuch defcmlcrs what can Britain hope ? 
And where, O Liberty, is now thy prop) 

Kot fuch the men who l)cnt the ftubhorn how. 
And leari/d in rugged fports to dare a foe : 
Not fucinhc men who till'd with heaps of llain 
FamM Agincouit and CreHTy's J)loody plain. 

Haughty Britannia, then, inur'd to toil. 
Spread far and near tlie terrors of her iflc ; 
True to hcrfclf, and to the public weal, 
No Gallic gold could blunt the Britilh ftcel. 

Not much unlike, when thou in arms wert fccn, 
Eager for glory on th' embattled green, 
When Sunhopc led tliee through the heats of Spain, 
To die in purple Ahuanara's plain. 

The rcfcued empire, and the Gaul fubdued, 
lii Anna's reign our ancient fame renew'd : 
What i^ritons could, when jullly rousM to war. 
Let Blenheim fpeak, and witnefs Gibraltar. 

INSCRIPTION, BY THE SAME. 

FOR. A FIGURE REPRESENTING THE GOD OF LOv£. 

TXTHOE'ER thou art, thy lord and maftcr fee j 

Thou wall my (lave, thou art, or thou Ibalt l>e. 

T 2 O ^ 
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ON THE TOASTING GLASSES 

OF THE KIT-CAT CLUB*. 

BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 

LADY HARPER f. 

T O Harper, fprightly, young, and gay. 
Sweet as tlic rofy morn in May, 
Fill to the brim j I *11 drink it up, 
To the laft drop, were poifon in the cup, 

LADY MARY VILLIERSJ, 

I F I not love you, Villiers, more 

Than ever mortal lov'd before ; 

With fuch a palTion, fix'd and fure. 

As ev*n poffeflion could not cure. 

Never to ceafe but with my breath ; 

May then thi^ bumper be my death ! • 

* Several other verfes of this kind have been already givcBj 
p. 168—176. — Mifs Clavering, who is toafted in p. 170, 
■was eldcll: daughter of John Clavering, efq. of Chopwcll, 
in the bifhoprick of Durham. She "was afterwards lady 
Cowper. Lord Lanfdowne's verfes " On Celia linglng,'* 
(Engliih Poets, vol. XXV. p. 202,) were written on this 
lady. N. 

"f See above, p. 172. N. 

J The (incerity of Lord Lanfdowne In this protcftation 
was confirmed, by a matrimonial union, in December 1711. 
Lady Maiy was daughter of Edward Villiers carl of Jerfey, 
and widow of Thomas Thynne, efq. (by whom (he was mo- 
ther of Thomas the fecond lord vifcount Weymouth). She 

iiicd M kw dtiys before her fecond hulbaad. 27. 

3 THE 
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THE COURT BEAUTIE.§*f 

A CONCLUSION TO " THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY •.'^ 

BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 

LOVE, in a fliining galaxy, appears 
Tiiumphant ftill, and Grafton f leads the ftars r 
Ten thoufand Loves, ten thoufand feveral ways. 
Invade adoring crowds, who die to gaze j 
Her eyes refilllcfs as the Syren's voice, 
So fwcet 's the charm, we make our fate our choice^r 
Who moft refemblcs her let next be nam*d, 
Villiers +, for wifdom and deep judgment famM; 
Of a high race victorious beauty brings 
To grace our courts, and captivate our kings. 

* The poem as originally written is printed in the Englifli 
Poets, vol. XXV. p. 136 — 146.. It was afterwards altered 
and enlarged by the Noble Author, and a few lines near 
the bcginuiuj^ were ftruck. out. Some variations occur 
throughout the whole ; and the conclulion was totally re- 
formed, in the manner here prinreJ. Lord Lanfdownc, 
fpeaking of this and fome other of his performances, fays, 
** As thefe Poems fcem to begin where Mr. Waller lefc off, 
^ though far unequal and ihort of fo inimitable an original^ 
<' they may, however, be permitted to remain to poftcrity 
« as a faithful regifter of the reigning beauties in the fuc* 
*•' ceeding age.*' N. 

f Already celebrated in vol. II. pv 167. 199. 222. NT. 

+ Lady Elizabeth Villiers, miftrefs to king William the 
Third, who fettled on her an immenfe eftate in Ireland. 
She was afterwards married to the earl of Orkney. N.. 

T 3 Wkk 
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With what delight my Mufe to Sandwich * flii;^^. 
Whofe wit is piercing as her fparkting eyes ! 
Ah! how ihe nu)unt9, and fpcead» hcF airy wings. 
And tunes her voice, when flie of Orraond f fings^ 
Of radiant Ormond \ only fit to be 
The fucceiror of beauteous Ofibry t 

Richmond 's { a title that, but nam,*d, implieSi 
MajeAic graces and vi£lx>rious eyes. 
Fair Villiers firft, then haughty Stuart came. 
And Brudenell || now no lefs adorns the name. 
Doriet ^* already is immortal made 
In Prior's verfe, nor needs a iecond aid. 

By Bentinck and fair Rutenberg we iin^ 
That beauty to no climate is confin'd- 

Rupert, of royal blood, with modeft grace: 
Bluihes to hear the triumphs of her face. 

Not Helen with St, Alban's ff might conrpare.. 
Nor let the Mufe omit Scroop, Holmes, and Hare. 
Hyde XI Venus is, the Graces are Kildarc. 

^ Elizabeth daughter and one of the coheirs to John' 
Wilmot carl of Rochefter. Lord Lanfdowae's verfes to 
" Mira in her Riding Habit," Engliih Poets, XXV. p. i6i, 
were written by him under a pi&ure of the countefs of 
Sandwich drawn in man's habit. She has been- already celt- 
brated in the third volume of this coUeAion, p. IX4» N. 

•j* Lady Mary Somerfer, cldeH daughter to Laurence 
Hyde earl of Rochefter. To this accomplished lady <* Tht 
*' Court ProfpeA" of Hopkins is infcribed. See voL IL 
p. 183. N. J See above, p. 174. N, 

II See above, p. 170. N. ** See Engliih Poets, rol 

XXX. p. 41. ff Sec above» p.. i68» 

^ Sec the Court Profpcft,. im vol. II. p. 200. N. 

S©ft 
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Soft and delicious, as a fouthcrn fky, 
Arc Dalhwood's fmiles; when Darnley * frowns, wc die 
Carelefs, but yet fccurc of conqueft, ftill 
Lu'fon f , unaiming, never fails to kill : 
Guiltlefs of pride, to captivate or fhine, 
Bright without art, fhc wounds without deiign. 
But Wyndham like a tyrant throws the dart. 
And takes a cruel pleafure in the fmart ; 
Proud of the ravage that her beauties make, 
Delights in wounds and kills for killing fake 5 
Aflerting the dominion of her eyet, 
As heroes fight f&r glory, not for prize. 

The fkilful Mufe*» earlicft cwre has been 
The praife of never-fading Mazarin j 
The poet J and his theme, in fpight of Time, 
For ever young, enjoy an cndlefs prime. 
With charms fo numerous Mira || does furprife. 
The lover knows not by which dan he dies ; 
So thick the volley, and the wound fo fure. 
No flight can fave, no ren>cdy can cure. 

^ Lady Catharine Darnley, duchefs of Buckingham. 
She has been already mentioned, as daughter to Sir Charles 
Sedlcy, vol. I. p. 90. N. 

f Catharine lady Gower, eldeft daughter to the duke of 
Rutland. N. 

% St. Evremond, who has celebrated Madam Mazarln> 

under the name of Hortcnfe. He has been mentioned ia* vol. 
I. p. 123. N. 

( Of whom fee above, p. 268. ^ N. 

T 4 Yec 
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Yet dawning in her infancy of lights 
O, fee another Brudenell *, heavenly bright. 
Born to fulfil the glories of her line, 
And fix Love's empire in that race divine ! 

Fain would ray Mufe to Cecil f bend her fight^ 
But turns aftonifhM from the dazzling light, 
Kor dares attempt to climb the fleepy flight. 

O Knellcr ! like thy pi6hires were my fong. 
Clear like thy paint, and like thy pencil ftrong^ 
Tiiefe matchlefe beauties fhouJd recorded be. 
Immortal in my verfe, as in thy GflUexy ^ 



TO A L A D Y,^ 

»£NT HER WITH LORD LANSDOWNE'S H£ROICK L0VE|:. 
ANONYMOUS ; FROM DRYDEN'S COLLECTION. 

np^H E noble Granville here has nicely ihown: 
"*" Hcroick Love, a copy of his own ;. 
No. flight of fancy, but his heart indites 
Thefe moving fcenes ; and what he feels, he writes. 

* Lacty Mary, cldeft daughter to Robert carl of Cardigan ; 
and ma/ricd to Richard Molyneux, eldeft Ion to lord vifcount 
Molyneux of Ireland, N. 

f Married to the earl of R and agh, paymafter general of 
the forces to King William. Lady Catharine Jones, their 
only daughter, died^April' 14, 1740,. worth 20o,oool. N. 

I The gallery of beauties by Kneller in Hvnpton Court. N. 

|| The Prologue and Epilogue to this Tragedy are printed 
i» the fourth volume of thi» coUcAios^ p. 334. K. 

With 
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With love like his, though in unequal lays. 
Too charming maid, I offer at thy praife. 
Look on Chryfei's ; flie each feature drew 
In nature's pride, and fure ihe fate for you* 
Ohfcrve her fad farewell, (he bed can give 
The dire account, what 'tis to part — and live ! 
You *ve alt her charms, her beauty, and her youth^ 
But want, I fear, her kindnefs, and her truth. 

Well had it been for Priam and his race, 
Had Fate fet me in Agamemnon's place. 
And you Chryfei's ; glory fhould have drove 
But faintly then againft the force of Love, 
Deaf to renown, and fcorning to be great, 
I W left the camp for fome obfcure retreat. 
There, gazing^ on thofe lovely eyes, prefer 
Gne fmilc of yours to all the pomp of war j 
And, every mark of .royalty laid down, 
Uad languiih'd at your fcet^. and fav'd the. town* 

EPITAPH, ON A YOUNG GENTLEMAN,. 

WaO DIED FOR LOVE OF A MARRIED LAI>:Y.. 

BY THE SAM E. 

TT ERE lies a youth, who fell a facrifice, 
■*• •* In his firft bloom, to fair Aurelia's eyes. 
Whom fliall we blame ? her duty was her guards 
And his injuftice was his own reward j 
(If he's unjuft, vvhoffc reafon cannot prove 
Of force enough againfl imperious Love), 

TK? 
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Th* afpiring youth, who fcorn'd to (loop fo low^ 
To take what pity only could bcdow ; 
3ttll wifh'd for more, till in the fatal (Irife 
He funk beneath the virtue of a Wife ; 
RefignM his blood to quench his guilty flame; 
But crimes of Love defenre a gentle name : 
And I mufl neither praife him, nor condemn^ 
For I could die to be bewail'd like him : 
Since fhe, whofe piety denied to fave. 
Now pours her fruitlefs tears upon his grave. 

THE CELEBRATED BEAUTIBSi 

OCCASIONED BY THE AUTHOR'S BEING SUSFECTSD 
OF WRITING " THE BRITISH COURl." 

ANONYMOUS; FROM DRYDEN'S COLLECTION. 

TTTH Y with fuch freedom Ihould the town accufe^ 

^ ~ And charge abfurd encomiums of my Mufe ? 

Celeflial objc^ls by themfclves I place, 

Nor with a CI — Jc a Forrefter * difgracc 5 

Tliat 

♦ One c^the mauls of honour to Queen Anne^ mentioned 
frequently by Swift (in his Journal to Stella), who calls her 
" a filly true maid of honour." She was married in iTorta 
Sir George Downing, who was then but 15 years old,, and the 
lady only 13. The youth went upon his travels y and on his 
return both parties having contra^ed an invIneiUe averiion, 
application was mutually made for a divorce. In " Thf 
" Britilh Court," her character is thus delineated t 
*' But fee the facred marks of beauty ftnne 
la FoRRLs rz R, more glorious and divine; 
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That difproportionM piece offends the view : 
No fcfgn*d perfeftion &ould attend the true. 
Whene'er my voice attempts the Briti(h Fair, 
1 ling the worthy, but th* unworthy fpare ; 
Refpeft, when merit fails, in iilence lies $ 
f Praife undefervM is fcandal in difguife. 
What moderate tongue would vulgar things rehearfe. 
Where crowds of wondrous nymphs invite the verfe i 
Charmers in millions grace this happy fphcre. 
And every view prefents a conqueror here. 
Who to mean fubje6ls can debafe his quill^ 
And wafte his fcanty ftock of art fo ill. 
Looks like the fop that courts a paltry dame. 
While faultlcfs maids contend to meet his flame- 
Poets fhould ilill autumnal forms omit. 
Forty gives fmall encouragement to wit j 
The genius flags beneath fa flale a theme> 
And fpri'ghtly fancy (inks to heavy phlegm. 
When thofe declining years our drains rcqurrcj. 
And compliment fupplies pretended fire ; 
Some little Virtue may perhaps be founds 
But Beauty's an intolerable found: 
To youth alone that heavenly grace belongs. 
None but the young are fair, and truly worthy fongy.. 

Eafy her Ihapc Is wrou-ht ia every, turn,. 
Charming her mien,, and elegant her form. 
Artlefs Ihc walks, with fuch a moving grace,. ib 

Tis difficult for wit, or words,. t*«»prclfi > 

Which pleafes moft, her lookt, her air, her drefsV > 
f Literally adopted by Pope j by whom, however, it is 
properly marked as a quotaton,vthough. the original author is 
not mentioned. See EnglUh Poets, vol. XXXIII. [>. 2^6. N. 
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Ye Female Glories, which exalt our ifle, 
Vouchfafe th' aufpicious influence of your fmile j 
To you I call, to you, ye matchlcfs lights, 
Infpire my numbers, and improve my flights ; 
Left I deprefs your fame with languid lines, 
And pay unhallow'd vows at facred (brines. 
Would you, ye Powers, but look ferenely down, 
I 'd foar aloft, and blazon your renown ; 
Then fomething fo divine might raife my voice. 
And make me fcarce inferior to my clioice; 
What ancient (lory tells the world (hould fcorn, 
And every Goddefs deem in glorious Britain born. 

Begin, my Mufe, begin with Marlborough's race : 
When Valour 's fung, the Father claims the place ; 
And fure when Beauty's power employs our flight, 
The (hining Daughters challenge foremoft right. 

A Sunderland * the coldeft writer warms. 
So turn'd for conqucft, fo compleat in charms, 
There feems detra6lion in our higheft praife. 
She leaves the Mufe behind, and mocks our didant lays. 
Not thus Minerva, though a Goddefs, Ihonc. 
O! had her eyes fuch dazling luftre thrown. 
Thence the bold artift had inform'd his clay. 
Nor fought another fun, nor fallen a vultur's prey* 

Could Nature's felf her own firft form cxprcfs, 
She 'd charm the world in bright Montherrner's f clrefs: 

Gods! 

* See above, p. 175. and Dr. Watts's *< Stanzas to Lady 
Sunderland,*' vol. IV. p. 3i9--Mr. Chute publilhcd " Beauty 
and Virtue," a poem on the death of the countefs of Sunderland. 

f Lady Mary, youngcft daughter to the duke of JVIarlbo- 

rough. 



CELEBRATED BEAUTIES. 28^ 

rods ! what engaging blooni fits fmiling there ! 

fow languifhingly fweet her every air ! 

ler (hape, her gcfture, all the nymph, fubdues, 

V^e look our fouls away, and fate with tranfport chufe# 

[ad Love's fair Goddefs been fo fbrong in charms, 

.aOi Diomede had dropt his venturous arms 1 

lo fliameful vi6lorv the Greek had won, 

ut thoufand wounds receiv'd, inftead of giving one* 

Splendor and fofcnefs in Bridgewatcr* meet, 
'here mild appears an attribute with great j 
;-uch humble fvveetnefs gives a dawn of joy, 
he feems, like Heaven, unwilhng to deftroy. 
Vho would not ferve, where fucli a vi£lor reigns ? 
Vhat freedom equal to fuch gentle chains ? 
lUt foon, too foon, raiftaken mortals know, 
'!W imagin'd blifs concludes in real woe. 
o from fofc breezes of the fouthern wind, 
Fncumber'd fweets we fondly hope to find; 
lut foon, alas ! fucceeds immoderate rain, 
Lnd fadly renders all the promis*d pleafure vain. 

Godolphin 's f form'd among tlic firft to lliine, 
"hat other conqueror of the conquering line; 
<Jor pride her mien, nor art her afpcft knows, 
ler full renown from (ingle Nature flows ; 
.ich in unpra6^is'd charms, Ihe fcatters chains, 
ind, ihunning empire, certain empire gains; 

)Ugh, and married to John duke of Montague and marquis' 
[onthcrmer. This lady is celebrated by Swift, Maynwarlng^ 
Tchdeacon Daniel, and many other writers. N. 
* See above, p, i6S« N« + Sec p« 172. N. 

Kcgleftfult 
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Keg1e£^ful, yet fecnre, with arrows plays{ 
Unmeaning, throws, and, undedring, (lays ; 
She ftoops to raake no prize her littix: aim. 
But emulates her 6re, and conquers but for fame. 

Bolton*s " majeftic form invades the fight 
With awful wonder and fublime delight { 
Here differing deities confpire our fare, 
Venus and Juno, fweetnefs dwells with ilate : 
High pines -arc emblems of her graceful (izc. 
And bending oilers fhew her humbk guifc. 
Difeafc folicits her with imjMous care. 
And too too fall her precious fpirits wear. 
Not thus her charms : ev*n yielding, how ihc reigns, 
And conquers others, while herfelf 's in chains 1 
Great, yet opprefl ! were Virtue*s image fecn. 
Virtue could live but equally ferenc ; 
In pain ihc proves the prowefs of her mind, 
And only when Hie dies deceives mankind. 
Forbid it, Heaven ! that P'ate ihould ever clofc 
Such all-commanding eyes, and plunge the world in woes! 

To Seymour t, daring Mufe, thy numbers raife; 
Mufc, thy bcft numbers flag beneath her praife : 

Lo! 

* See above, p. 169. N, 

f- Lady Eizabeth Percy, only furvlving daughter and folc 
hclrefs of Jofceline earl of Northumberland, and in her own 
right baronefs Percy, Lucy, Poynings, Fiiz-Paync, Brian, 
and Latimer. Being fo great an heirefs, flic was thrice mar- 
ried, aud twice a widow before (he was fixteen. She was but 
iour years old at her father's death i and being educated by 

her 
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Lo! fwectcft youth, difdaiming artful care. 
Sports in her face, and revels in her air^ 
Briiknefs and innocence their powers unite. 
And, next her fpotlefs mind, her fkin is white« 
When radiant blu flies to her cheeks repair, 
(Such lovely ftains become the brighter fair) 
Gods ! how that paint of nature tempts our eyes f 
How Earth's Aurora far tranfcends the Ikies I 
But her high merit checks the bold delight, 
Wc tremble at the foul, yet riot at the iight. 

her grandmother, the old countefs of Northumberland, was, 
about the latter end of the year 1679, married firft to Henry 
Cavendifh earl of Ogle, only fon and heir of Henry duke of 
Ncwcaflle ; but he depaned this life Nov. i, 1680. She was 
fecondly married, or contracted, to Thomas Thynne efqj of 
Longleate, who was afTafllnated on Sunday Feb. 12,-1681-2, 
IS he was riding through Pall Mall in his coach by fome 
*uffians hired by Count Conlngfmarck, who had entertained 
>refumptuous hopes of fucceeding with this young heirefs, if 
le could remove Mr. Thynne out of the way ; but in this he 
ras miflaken, for though he himfelf efcaped the punlfh- 
nent due for this horrible crime, he reaped no advantage 
rem it; as. May 30, 1682, ihe was thirdly married to 
Jharles Seymour duke of Somerfet, being then only in her 
xteenth year. Her grace was one of the greatcft ornaments 
f Queen Anne's court, and fucceeded the dutchefs of Marl- 
orough as groom of the ftolc. She died Nov. 23, 1722, 
ged 56. She was, mother of Algernon duke of Somerfet, 
ad grandmother to lady Elizabeth Seymour, who has 
ecn fo much admired and diftinguilhed as dutchefs of Nor- 
^umberlaad. See Collins's Peerage, art. Percy, Dukx of 
0B.THUMBERLAM0. N. 
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When Tufton * was created. Nature took 
Such care to furnifh out a conquering look. 
Who did not think her hoard of luftre ^nt^ 
And eyes defign'd hereafter innocent ? 
Nor was fhe lefs extravagant in bloom, [loom. 

As if fhe meant no future cliarms, and beggarM all hcc 

For Ijeauteous Helen Troy in fires was feen. 
The world was facritic'd to -Egypt's queen ^ 
Behold in Aihhurnham f a brighter dame. 
But Virtue ftifles fuch deftruftive Aims* 
Heavens ! were (he free from Hymen's envy'd chains^ 
Who would not rage with Cupid's ficrceft pains ? 
Marriage fufpends our tranfports, for who dare 
Burn, now Hope's fled, and tempt extreme defp»r? 
Th' illuftrious Ancients were by halves divine^ 
The face and mind did ne'er together ibine : 
Here all accoroplilhments are fully ihown. 
And every Goddefs is compris*d in one; 
60 fair ; y£t fairnefs feems her fmalleft praife. 
Her foul 's profufe of light, and darts immcHtal rays* 

Pier- 

♦ Lady Catharhie Tufton, el3eft daughterof Thomas carl o£ 
Thanet, and married to Edward Watfon lofd Rockingham.N* 

•j* Lady Mary, youngeft daughter to James duke of Or- 
mond ; and married to John Lord Alhburnham. She was a 
great favourite with Swift, who gives an account of her mar- 
riage* Journal to Stella, OA, to, 171c; and, Jan. 3, I7i2«i3, 
thus affe£lionately fpeaks of her death: **I am juft now 
told that poor dear lady Afhburnham, the duke of Ormond's 
daughter, died yeftcrday at her country-houfc. The poor 
creature was with child, She was my grcatcft" faYO«ritt| 

and 
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Pierpoint *8 in all the pomp of youth array'd. 
Charming as winter's fliinc, or fummer's (hade; 
Fair as defcending fnow, or mounting light. 
Born to fharne fancy, and cnHave at fight : 
What 's all our boafted freedom, when we gaze ? £obey«, 
Britain's diflinguifli'd blelfing flies, and man in chains 

The graceful movement of the wife of Jove, 
Th* enchanting afpe6^ of the Queen of Love, 
Minerva's (kill and excellence in arts, 
Apollo's rays, and Cupid's piercing dart$. 
Bright Hebe's youth, and chafte Diana's mind, 
Sofcnefs and fweetnefs of the Churchill kind. 
All blended in one perfe£^ piece, would (hew 
Proby's confummate image to the ravi(h'd ^'icw. 

and I am in cxccflivc concern for her lofs. I banfiyknew a 
more valuable perfon on all accounts. Your mufl: have heard 
mc talk of her. I am afraid to fee the duke and dutchefs. 
She was naturally very healthy ; I fear ihe has been thrown 
away for want of care. Pray condole with mc. 'Tis ex- 
tremely moving. Her lord is a puppy j and I ihall never 
think it worth my while to bf troubled with him now he has 
loft all that was valuable in his poflcfRon: yet I think he 
ufed her pretty well. 1 hate life, when I think it expofed 
to fuch accidents; and to fee fo many thoufand wretches bur- 
thening the earth, while fuch as her die, makes me think 
God did never intend life for a blefling." Frfira thefe cxprcf- 
iions, Df. Hawkefworth well obferves, and thofe he ufes in 
the accoant of the dutchefs of Hamilton's atilidion on the 
death of her hulband (fee his Journal to Stella^ Nov. 15, 
171a), Swift appears to have had a ftrong fympathy in the 
diftrefs of others ; which he has generallyi even by his advo- 
cates, been fuppofcd to want, N. 

Vol- V. U ^S. 
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If breathing flowers fuch pleafing fweets difpeafey 
If light has charms, and fo allures the fenfey 
If mufic's drains have that perfualivc art, 
O lovelj' Vaughan * ! how form \l to ftrlke the- heart! 
Such a complexion foils the pride of May^ 
Such looks add fplendor to the brighteft day; 
Such tuneful fpeech atl^brds lb moving founds. 
We fancy crowns in chains, and tadedelighLiD wounds.* 

C — 11 — r*s t a fuljjeft dear to Britifb lays. 
Her ihape, her every feature 's wrought for,praife ; 
What huniid pearls of forrow fecm to rife. 
As if Ihe wept the ravage of her eyes ! 
Still, flill we bleed, and no relief is gain'd. 
Her killing beauty *s true, her faving.pity fcign'd. 

Thy rhymes, oh Mufe, with young Louifa J grac^, 
That growing wonder of the Brudenell race; 
Ev*n now her charms difclofe a pleafing bloon). 
But promifc riper fweetnefs yet to come j 
Nature, for all her vaft indulgence, fears 
T* cntruft perfection to thofe tender years. 
But fhortly will her choicefl: flores difplay. 
And give to fuch a morn an anfwerable day. 

'* Lady Anne Vaughan, daughter and folc heir to John 
carl ofCarbury; and married to Charles marquis of Win- 
chcfter, afterwards duke of Bolton. N. 

f Nothing is more fugitive than Beauty ; I am afraid the 
memory of fome °* thefe Ladies is quite loft. R, 

J Lady Louifa " enox, daughter to Charles duke of Rich- 
mond by Anrte daughter to the earl of Cardigan. N. 

Wliat 
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'^Vhaf mighty glories Ihall this fair adorn. 
Allied to Mira, and of Richmond born; 
Mira fo bright tokindlc Granville's fire, 
How did flie (hine, that could fuch W4irmth infpire ! 
Richmond, fo gfeat to give that title, fame, 
And more than equal her from vvhomour toading came! 

To Reynolds, Mufe, that m»fs of beauty, rife, 
Her mien how charming, and how bright hcr-eycsl 
'From o|>cning-Eaft lefs glorious luftre breaks; 
.HovvUature's curious pencil paints her cheeks ! 
The Loves, miftaking her for Venus, throng, 
And feslfted thus continue in the wrong. 
Seems flie not more than numbers can exprefs? 
Seems not cv'n thought afraid to .make fuch wonders lcfs?..j 
Men- may with juHice Niiture*s dealing blame. 
And charge their parent with a partial aim j 
Who too,' too, lavilh to her female race, 
Beftows frefli gifts, and fprings new mines of grace j 
•But, ah ! to them fo fparing, deigns to raifc 
No hidden dotes of vvit to give proponion'd praifc. 

Farmer's a pattern for the beauteous kind, 
•Composed to pleafe, and every way rcfin'd ; 
Obliging with referve, and humbly great. 
Though gay, yet modcft, though fublimc, yet fwcet; 
Fair without art, and graceful without pride, 
By merit and defcent to deathlefs fame allied. 

Seek not the Venus ftar tliat gilds the Ikic?, 
Two brighter ftars arc found in Walpole's eyes j 
DefifC not Nature's wealth in fields difplay'd, 
.Far nobler (lores enrich the blooming maid ; 

U z Rack 
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Rack not your thought to paint what's fweetly rare* 
Look but on Walpole's form, 'tis all familiar there. 

Thee, Chetwynd, all that fee thee fbrive to praifc^ 
And with infatiate longings flill mud gaze ; 
Frefli fpringing glories every moment rife. 
And in new raptures hurl us to the (kies. 
O ! could I reach a harmony in found. 
Like the fam'd fweetnefs of her afpe£t found* 
To yon bright fphere I 'd raife the glittering dame. 
And with due numbers fhake the pattern of her frame* 

Thrice glorious Newington I how juftly great ! 
Ko charms are abfent, and each charm's compleatf 
All that have eyes thy beauties mufl confefs» 
All that have tongues thofe beauties would exprefs ; 
They would — But, oh I the language fcants the will, 
Mature *s too ilrong for art, and baffles utmoft fkill. 
Born for command, yet mov*d from public view. 
As cloy'd with power, and weary to fubdue; 
To (ilenr ihades I fee the viftor run. 
And reft beneath the virtues which fhe won ; 
Envy prefumes not to difturb her there. 
Envy, wherewdth th* unhandfome teaze the fair. 
Her ihining look exalts the gazing fwain. 
But, oh ! within he feels confuming pain. 
So fparkling flames raife water to a fmile. 
Yet the pleas'd liquor pines, and leHcns all the while. 

Where charming H — le appears, (he treads on fpoils. 
Our fex are vaflals, and her own are foils 5 
Such a peculiar elegance of face I 
^ many fweetneffes ! fuch lively grace ! 

Oh 
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Oh that becoming negligence of air 1 

There's fomething curious in her want of care. 

Here Love may with inconftancy agree. 

For one *s variety, one fuch as fhc. 

Captivity, fo caus'd, we proudly Wcfs, 

And zealous be to (laves, nor wifli our fetters Icfs^ 
Attra6kive Sq^re with endlefs pleasure 's fecn, 

Ck, trifling grandeur cf the Cyprian Qjieen ! 

Oidy tliBee Gritces farm^cl ker Ki^eft ftat!e> 

But thovfaod Graces on this Venus wait. 

Impodible for eyes to take their fill I 

There 's^fooiethiog eminently wianuig (Ul!f 

A •owelty ofxkarms falutes the fight, 

More fweet than bbiroms« and more gay than lights 

Two powerful pa&ons, when we gaze, we prove ; 

Joy revels in our looks, and in our bofbms Love* 
Well Langton's name becomes the radiant lift t 

Who can her praife refufe, her power refift > 
Was ever nymph thus exqulfitely wrought f 
Seems (he not almoft lovely to a fault ? 
At (Mice (q many crowding wonders prefs, 
Ev'n naore (he *d charm us, if ike charm'd us le£u 
Have you not feen, on Anna's pompous day, 
A thoufand obje£ls all profufely gay ? 
Such numbers only not oppref«'d the fight, 
"Yet lefs variety gives full delight. 
See ! fee ! th' alternate glories of the flues 
Blend in her form, and all at once furpriz^i 
Her rofy cheek the bluih of morning (hews^ 
Her dazling eyes the mid-day fun difciofe^ 

U 3 Her 
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Her air refcmbles well. the milky way, . [p^J^v. 

There Stars- uivnumbei'd ihine, here Loves unnumber'd' 

OI why did Heaven, which thus adorned the faix^. 

And made the workman (hip fo much its care^ 

Not with foft pity temper aVl the reft,. 

And place this kind reliever in her bread ? 

Still poor camelionsy we rauil live on air. 

She thinks a loc^. too much-— the lover's fmalleft fauR 

There's no way to be fafe from H— tl— y's darts. 
Nor light nor darknefs can feeure our. hearts f 
Both eyes and ears are traitors to repoie. 
Looking or Uilcning, ends in amorous woes 7 
Gods ! when we fee, we 're vanquiih'd by her view. 
And, while we hear, her. melting notes fubdue. 
Mufc, fmg the nymph that 's fo composed for fame. 
Make Heaven and Earth acquainted with her namei . 
Thyfelf, oh nymph, to teach the Mufe incline,; 
For there 's no perfe6k melody but- thine ; 
Then Ihe might haply boaft a warbling- ali^ 
And form the fong as fweet, as Nature form'd thee fair^ 

Reach diftant * M — ndy, Mufe, with founding ftraim^ 
Th' catcelllng maid that wafles her time in plains s 
Bid her appear, and blefs the longing iight : 
Bxtirement 's wrwig for youth, fisr age 'tis- right. 
Say, that her prefencc to the world is due : 
Afpc6h fo brilliant are ordain'd for view. 
The Sun, whofe glory's but to match her eyes, 
Flaihcs diffufive beams-, and brightens all the fkies* 

Certain as Fate, and fwift as feathered darts. 
Oh, VVilliamfonJ thy arrows* pierce our hearts { 

* Polubly one of the Mjaudvs of Dcrhylhire. R- 

Once 
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Once with an equal right to glory fhin'd 
A iTgnal charmer of thy own l)right kind ; 
Once — but rcmoifelcfs death too quickly feiz'd' 
This finifli'd objeft, that fo vaftly pleas'd ; 
No refpite from concern our fouls could findy 
Did Ihc not leave thee htre, a wonder ftill behind. 

Like banks adorn'd with Nature's fl6wcry train, 
Alfton's fwcet look delights th' admiring fwain : 
Pleas'd, not content, he lets his wiffies rife. 
And would regale more fenfes than his eyes, 
Bur, hid in bloom, that ferpent, fcorn, deftroys 
The lover's fondeft hopes, and poifons all his joys. 

The Daihwoods are a family of charms. 
Each nymph *s appointed with rcfifltefs arms. 
So foft, fo fweet, fo aniefs, and fo young. 
Pride of the fight, and pleafure of the tongue. 
Dearly we pay for fuch immoderate light, 
Beauty 's, like Love, feverely exquifite ; / 
Our fouls are wound to that excefTivc hieight,' . 
We fulFer, not enjoy, ijiie vafl: delight. 

Nor lefs'rcnown'd in chafms the Herveys (land; 
How fair they fecm ! how fa(hion*d for command ! ' 
Each of hei-felf might fingly challenge praife, . 
One were a tempting talk for endlefs lays. 
Did not anothcr'and another (hine, 
Splendid alike, and cqualiy divine. 
As if imperial Beauty meant no more 
To reign at large, and fprcaJ her mighty powerj . 
But with unequal favour would confine 
Her numerous treafures to that- darllhg line. 

U 4 Caa 
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Can Smith unnoted pafs, fo fram'd for praife } 
£v*n Britain's court grows brighter with her r»y$» 
Oh lovely confii6i of her varying hue ? 
Lily and Rofe ]>y grateful turns fubdue. 
Promifcuous charms our raviih'd fenfes greet. 
Here April's bloom, and Auguft^s ripenefs roect^ 
Delights, which feem but to falute the yeur^ 
Eternally reiide, and flourish here ; 
Who can exprefs which fe:^bn cheers him moik } 
How gay the minutes fly^ when ibe 's the toaft I 
Bright as the ftone, with whiclf the glafs we woun<^ 
Jnfpiring as the juice, with which the glafs is CK>wnA 

Oh, Wilkinfon I who can of beauty fing^ 
And not an offering to thy altar bring ? 
Who can defcribe the young, the fweet, the hitf 
And not thy charms^ thy wondrous charms 4ecUrc? 
Unfullied ludre dwells upon thy face, 
Nor eye can 6nd a flain, nor fancy mend a grace* 

One pleafure more, indulgent Mufe^ atford, 
Plcafure fupreme, when Forrefter *s the word! 
Defert fo valV commands thy utmoft lays« 
And fure 'tis almoil impious not to praife; 
Praife dare I call it^ when each boldeft line 
Shows like weak twilight to meridian fliine ^ 
Lo I mien, complexion, features, voice, confpiic^ 
Perfeftion*s brands, to fet the world on fire j 
Oh (he 's all wonders I Heaven's whole excellenct 
Meets in her franoe, and fills our every fenie ; 
That grace, which moft ennobles who can name. 
Where all 's divinely great, entitled all to fame ? 
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As well the man, who travels all the day 

ScorchM with the fiui, might tell the ierceft xf^y. 

He knows the lucid author of his flames, 

But wiilh his parching heat alike he charges all the bcams^ 

Ye numerous charmers, who remain unfung^ 
Forgive th' unequal tribute of my tongue, 
Not that your conquefts fail, my flratos expire^ 
I own your powers, and feel a lilent fire j 
No more my prcfent raptures can purfue, 
But when n>y Mufe takes briuith^^ ^11 foar, and fii^of jtou^ 



F 



SONG. BY SIR G. ETHEREGE*. 

i AIR Iris, all our time is fpent 
In trifiing, whil(l we dally ; 
The lovers, wlio 're indiifiBrenc^ 

Commit the gro^ft folly. 
Ah ! flint not then the flowing pleafiire 
To fuch a wretched fcanty meafure ; 
Since boundlefs pafCon boundlefs joys will prove 3 
Excefs can only juflify our love. 
Excefs, in x>ther things fo bad^ 

In love 's the jufbfk meafure t 
No other reafon 's to be had 
In that feraphic pka^re. 
Fjrom growing love, briglit nymphs, your hct9 
Receive ten thoufand fweeter graces. 
My Irist then, that you may be divine. 
Let your foft flame fpread night and day, like mioe^ 

SONG 

♦ The Songs by Sir George Ethcrcge- In the GoUc£Vio» of 
2673 are farticitlarly noticed by Oldys ia his MS Notes on 

Lang- 
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SONG FOR ST. CECILIA'S D AV 

WRITTEN BY THO. SHADWELL.fj ES<^i690w 

f\ Sacred Harmony, prepare our lays, 

^^ While, xm Cecilia's day,, we fmg yourprtife,- 

From Earth to Heaven our warbling voices raife I 

Joi. 

I<angbaine. I' have ali^a(}y printed moft' of them fn 
Tooke's Collection (fee vol. I. p. 192—204. And vol. ILp»^ 
113 — 119)*' Another is now added/which, as coming from j 
Sir George, may have fome claim to -notice, — ** Ye happy. 
fwains," &c. (vol. I. p. 1 94). is by Mr. Howe. N. 

* See vol. IV. p. 28. 64. 357. — This fong of ShadwelFs, is 
feleCted as a fpecimen of his poetry, will fervc to complete 
the feries of verfes in honoor of St. Cecilia- N. 

f Thomas Shadwell efqj (of a good family in Stafford-*! 
fhire) bprn at • his father's feat at Stanton Hall in Nijr- 
folk about 1640, was educated at Caius College, Cambridge; 
and, after ftudylng the law for fbme time in The Middle 
Temple, went abroad. Oh his return, he fbon introduced^ 
himfelf by his dramatic writings to perfohs of the firft con-j 
fequence ; and obtained on the Revolution the office of Poet: 
Laureat. ** The revenue, fays Dr. Johhfon, which Drydcn 
had enjoyed with fo much praifc> was transferred to SHadwel!,' 
an old enemy, whom he had formerly ftigmatized by the : 
name of 0^. Drydon could not decently complain that he 
wasrdepcfed ; but feemed %'ery angry that Shadwell fuccecded" 
him, and has therefore celebrated the intruder's inauguration' 
in a poem exquif.tely fatirical, called ilftff FUcw" It has 

becQ 
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Jpin all ye glorious indrunwnts around. 
The yielding air with your vibrations wound. 
And fill Heaven's conclave with tlie mighty fouad; 

You did at firft the warring atoms join, 

Made quaMties moft'oppofite combine, 

While difcords did with pleafmg concords twine. . 

The univcrfe you fram'd, you.Aill fuftain ; 
Without you, what in tune does now remain 
Would jangle into Chaos once again. ■ 

It does your mod tranfcendent glory prove, . 
That, to complcat immortal joys above, . 
There muft be Harmony to crown their love* 

Dirges 

been well oblcrved by another able writer, " that a fittlrift 
never pays the leaft regard to truth, when it interferes with 
the gratification of his refentment or fpleen/' Nothing can 
be falfer than the idea intended to be conveyed in the follow*^ j 
ing couplets 

"Others to fome faint meaning make pretence. 

But Sha:dwell never deviates into fenfe." 
Mr. Shadwell was far inferior to Dryden ; but5hadwell did- 
not write nonfenfe. Many of his comedies have ftae fttokes 
of humour, and abound in original characters llronglyr 
marked and well" fnllained." He had an uncommon quick- 
ncfs of writing. The earl of Rocheftdr, who has obfervcd- 
that 

"None feem to touch upon tpje comedy 

But ha(^y Shadwell, and flow Wicherlcy," 

tad Hill.a better opinion of his converration than of his wrft-^ 

ings y 



3O0 MISCELLANY POBM& 

Dirges with formw iHil infpdie 
The doleful md lamenting choir. 
With fwelling hearts and flowing eyes. 
They folemnize their obfequies { 
For grief they frequent difcords chufe^ 
Ix)ng bindings and chromatics ufe. 
Organs and Viols fadly groan 
To the voice's difmal tone. 

If Love's gentle paffions vfc 
Exprefs, there mud be Harmony; 
We touch the foft and tender flute. 
The fprinkling and melodious Iute» 
When we defcribe the tickling fmart 
Which does invade a love-iick heart : 
Sweet nymphs in pretty murmurs pUun, 
All chill and panting with the pleafmg pain. 
Which can be eas'd by nothing but the fwain. 

ings ; for he faid, '^ that if he had burnt all he wrote, vti 
printed all he fpoke, he would have had more wit a^d humour 
than any other poet." He was a great favourite with Otway ; 
who ihaicd with him in the contempt of Drydeo^ He died 
Dec. 9, 169Z > and a white marble monumfnt^ with his buil) 
was placed in Weftniinfter Abbey by his fon Sir John SKad- 
well, phyfician to king George II. He wrote 17 plays, 
which need not be here enumerated j and was author of feveral 
fmall poems j the chief of which are, i. the Ode here printed; 
2. A congratulatory poem on the Prince of Orange's coming 
to England ; 3. another on Queen Mary j and 4* a tranilatioa 
«f the tenth fatire of JuvcnaL N. 

1 . If 
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If poets in a lofty epic (train, 

Some ancient noble hiilory recite, 
3W heroes love, and puiiTant conquerors Hgbc, 
r how of cruel Fortune they complain ; 
r if the Mufe tiiA fatd of empires (ings, 
he change of crowns, the rife and fall of kings | 

C H O R V t. 

'Tis facred Mufick does impart 

Life and vigour to the art ; 
It makes the dumb poetic pi6tures breathe, 
Viftors* and Poets* names it faves from death. 

How does the thundering martial fong 

Provoke the military throng ! 

The Haut-boys and the warlike Fife, 

With clamors of the deafening drufn^ 

Make peafants bravely hazard life^ 

And quicken thofe whom fears benum ! 

The clangor of the Trumpet's found 

Fills all thedutly^ place around. 

And does from neighbouring hills rebound : 

15 triumph when we (Ing, 

We make the trembling valleys ring» 

& W A N b CHORUS. 

LlVinffrumems'and voices fit the choir, 
Vhile w« enchalsting harmony admire* 
Vhat mighty wonders by our arts are taught, 
Vhat miracles by facred numbers wrought 
)n earth : in heaven, no joys are perfect found, 
rill by celeltial Harmony they 're crowned. 

ODE 
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ODE ON ST. CECILIA'S DAY, 

BY M R. B R AD Y*, -1692. 

TT AIL! bright Cecilia, hail! fill every heart 
•*""*• With love of thee and thy celeftial ait ; 

That thine and MufickU farced lovx 

May make tlie Britifli forcft prove 

As famous as Dodona*s vocal grovje:: 

Hark-I 

*■ Son of Major Nicholas Brady (an officer of rthe king's 
army in the rebellion of 1641,) and of Martha daughter oT 
Luke Cernon (a judge of lingular mcek'nefs and probity). 
He was born at Bandon in the county of Co^k^-OA. 18} 
1659, and educated at St. Finberry's, in that county, under 
•Dr. Tlndall, till he was twelve years of age, when he was 
removed to Weftminftcr fchool, where he was chofeo king's 
fcholar, and tkencc ek£^ed iludent of .Chrift Church, Ox- 
ford. Dr. Bulby had always a particular regard for him ; 
and at both thofc ele£tions he was firA and captainiamoiig-all 
the candidates : after continuing at Oxford about four years, 
he v/ent to Dublin, where his father refided ; at which uni- 
verfity he immediately commenced B. A. and the following 
year M. A. Wh6n of due (landing, the diploma for the 
degree of D. D. wa^, upon account vf his-uncommon merit, 
prefented to him from that univerfity while he was in Eng- 
land, and brought over by Dr. Pratt, then fenior travelling- 
fellow, and afterwards provoft of .that college. ,His firft pre- 
ferment in the church was to a prebend, in the cathedral of 

St. Bury*s, in the city of Cork, and to the parlih of Kina- 
glarchy, in the county of Cork ; to which he was collated 

by Bp. Wettenhall, to whom he was domeflic chaplain. He 

7 was 
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! hark ! each tree its filence breaks^ 
Box and Fir to talk begin ! 
is the fprightly Violio, 
in the Flute diftin&ly fpeaks! 
1 fympathy their liftening brethren drew, 
)thc Thracian lyre with leafy wings they flew. 

Tis 

ilous promoter of the Revolution^ and an eminent 
)r it. In 1690, when the trpubles broke out in 
by his intercft with General Mac/Carty, he thrice 
^thc burning of Bandon town, after three fevcral 
im king James to dcftroy it. The fame year, hav- 
deputed by the people of Bandon, he went over to 

to petition the parliament for a redrefs of fome 
s they had fuft'ered. During his Aay there, and to 
of his death, he was in the higheft efteem among 
. of .peribns in that kingdom, for his eminent at^ 

to the true intereft of his country* June 29^ 
married Lxtitia daughter of Dr. Syngc, archdeacon 

and a near relation of the biihop of that name* 
ady he had four.fons and four daughters. Having 
is preferments in Ireland, he fettled in London, 

became noted for his abilities in the pulpit, and 
:d mlniiler of St. Catharine Creechurcb, in 1691, 
■er of St. Michael, Wood'ftreet, He foon after, 
Gt'ioD, with Mr. Tate, undertook a new verlion of 
ts, which have lince (though Brady's fhare of it 
he ridicule of Swift in his *f Remarks on Gibbs,") 
ted in a coniidcrable number of our pariih churches* 
* was engaged in this undeitaklng, he retired to 
i in Surrey ; and, in coufcqueuce of the high eC^ 

teem 
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Tis Nature's voice ; bjr all the moving wood 
Of creatures underflood : 
The univerfal tongue to none 
Of all her numerous race unknown ! 

teem entertained for him by the gentlemen of that TLUage^ 
was invited to accept the office of their minifl^er. The vi- 
carage of Stratford upon Avon was prcfented to him by the 
great earl of Dorfet ; and the re^ory of Clapham in Surrey 
by Dame Rebekah Atkins, reli£l of Sir Richard Atkins, 
bart. This reAory he held, with Richmond, till his death. 
He was alfo chaplain to the duke of Ormond's troop of 
)iorffr-guard>;, as he was to king William and queen Mary, 
and afterwards to queen Anne. The whole of his prefer- 
ments, which were in very pleafant and elegible fituations, 
amounted to Hk hundred pounds a-year. His qualifications. 
It is faid, would have raifed him to fome of the grcatcfl dig- 
nities in the church, if the lingular humanity and benevo- 
lence of his d»fiH>fition would have fuffercd him to have run 
in with the vehemence of either prevailing party, or had he 
tiot f($ttled in a country where he was regarded as a foreigner. 
Dr. Brady wrote a Play, called " The Rape, or The 
•*' Innocent Impoftors, a Tragedy, a^ed at Drury Lane, 
'« .16929'" and publllhed in 4to, in that year, with his name. 
He died March 20, 1726, in the 67th year of his age, leaving 
behind him the character of being a perfon of a moll obliging, 
fweet, afiable temper, a polite gentleman, an excellent 
preacher, and a good poet. His publications are, i. The 
veriion of the Pfalms ; 2. The ^neids of Virgil, publilhed 
by fubfcription, 2 vols. 8vo, the laft of them in 1726. He 
alfc publilhed, in his life time, tvw volumes of Sermons, 
primed at London in 1704 and 1706 ; to which a third 
(p«fthiunous) volume was added in 1730. N. 

From 
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From her it learned the mighty art 

To court the ear, and ftrike the heart : 
At once the paflions to exprefs and move ; 
Wc hear, and ftraight we grieve orhate, rejoice or love? 

In unfeen chains it does the fancy bind } 
At once it charms the ienfe, and captivates the mind. 

Soul of the world ! infpir*d by thee, 
The jarring feeds of matter did agree. 
Thou didfl the fcatter'd atoms bind, 
Which, by thy laws of true proportion jcHziMy 
Made up of various parts one perfect harmony. 

Thou tun'dll this world below, the fpheres above. 
Which in the heavenly round to their own muiic move* 

With that fublime celcftial lay 
Dare any earthly founds compare ? 
If any earthly mufic dare. 

The noble Organ m«y. 
From Heaven its wondrous notes were given, 
(Cecilia oft conversed with Heaven,) 
Some Angel of the facred choir 
Did with his breath the pipes infpire ; 
And of their notes above the juft refemblance gare, 
Briik without lightnefs, without duUnefs grave. 

Wondrous machine t 
To thee the warbling Lute, 
Though us'd to conquel^, mud be forc'd to yield s 
With thee unable to difputc, 

The airy Violin 
And lofty Viol quit the fields 
Vol. V. X I» 
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In vain they tune th^ir {jpeaki^g ftripg^s*^ 
To court the cruel Fair, or praife vi6lonQ.us ]^if)gs. 
Whilft all thy confecratcd lays 
Are to -more noble ufes ben( i 
And every grateful note to Heaven repays 
The melody it lent. 

In vain the amorous Flute and foft Guixt4M[ 
Jointly lalx>ur to infpire 
Wanton, heat and Ipofe d^fire.; 
Whilfl thy ch^ ajrs^^p ^mly ipQv^ 
Seraphic flame and heavesly love. 
The Fife and all th^ harmony of war 
J^ y^in atterupt th^ pa(^ns^ to alarm, 
Which thy cominanding founds con\ppf^ aad d^am* 

Let thefe among themfelves cootefl, 
Which can difcharge its (ingle duty bed. 
Thou fumm*fl their differing graces up in one, 
And art a concert of them all within thyfelf alone. 

GRAND CHORUS. 

Hail ? bright Cecilia, hail to thee ! 
Great Paironefs of Us and Harmony I 
Who, whilft amongft the choir above 
Thou doft thy former (kill improve. 
With rapture of delight doil fee 
Thy favourite art 
Make up a part 
Of infinite felicity. 
Hail f bright Cecilia, hail to thee ! 
Great Patroncfs of 11$. and Harnoony ! 
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ODE FOR ST. CECILIA'S DAY. 
BY MR. THfiQPH. PARSONS. 1693 *• 
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lEcIlia, loolcy look down, and fee 
A tribute paid to Harmony, 
A tribute paid to Heaven and Thee t 
And while we Mufick*s praife rchearfe. 
In lower notes and faster verfe. 
Warm you^ greiit Sbint, your willing choir^ 

With your owfr celeftSal fire* 

May you moveton erery ftring, 

WarWe fweets'iti every roice. 
In every note your grateful influence iiog. 
And by your aid confirm our happy choice. 

Eldeft of artSy and univerfal fpring 

Of every thing f 
When beings in a dark confufion lay. 
Thy voice the fallen gloom did chafe^ 
Matter did its form embrace, 
And Chaos fled before the new-born day. 
Heaven looked, and all good things did Cct^ 
And all that good arofe from Harmony. 

Parent of all ! thou dill doft fway, 
And o'er this lower worLI prefidc |. 

Man and his paflions thee obey, 
As meaner waters the commanding tide. 
Or that,, the moon's imperious ray. 

♦ Dr. Yalden's Ode for the- fame year is in the- Englifh 
Poets, voL X. p. 3^. N* 

X % Beautf 
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Beauty may wound th' unguarded eyes, 
\And ilo^vly creep kto the )iean :. 

But Mufick quick as lightning flies ; 
The pleafure dances with the froart^ 
And melts and trills through every part* 
Without the magick of the Fair, 

We love, we (igh, and we.defpair, 
We catch at founds, and grafp the fleeting air* 

Hark ! hark ! the Trumpcgc cfilh to araii 
What vein fo drowfy feel$ pot the alarm^ 
And wakes not at th' infpsring chann ? 

The warlike horfe already pnwsy 

And neighs aloud his warqn applaufe» 
In vjuQ is now the fofteniog Flute, 
In vain the warbling of the Lute, 

Or the gay Violin's perfuading airs : 

The philtre glides fuccefslefs through our ears. 

Ev'n Cclia's voice no more can tame 

The forward hero's luft of fame. 

A charm might vanquiih, if apply'd, 
A madman's frenzy, or a woman's pride : 

Temper with hope the lover's fears, 

(An April-fliinc to gild his tears) 
The weather of our happinefs abate. 
Softer than Love, yet abfolute as Fate. 

But, oh ! more fubtle virtue flows 
Such jarring pailions to compofe. 
Still, dill the work, O facred Harmony, is thine: 
We hear, and Oraight the ruflled foul 
Is dill ; the billows ceafe to roll. 
The fwelling dreams decline. 
And every wounded faculty is whole* Thus, 
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Thus, at the fliepherd's tuneful cr/i 

Divided flocks together fly : 
The rivulets their murmurs ceafe ; 
Without a breath of wind the trees. 
And fmiling Nature *s all around at ppace* 

GRAND CHORUS. 

Tune all your indruments aloudy ' 
Glad voices mingling with the chearful crowd; 

Sacred be your tuneful lays, . 

Sacred to Cecilia's praife. 
Th\is we '11 grateful offerings bring, 

Yearly thus her praifes fing : 
Till, join'd in chorus with our Saint above. 

We take a nobler theme, to prove 
By endlefs Harmony immortal Love. 

ODE FOR ST. CECILIA'S DAY, 1699. 

^Left Cecilia ! charming Maid ! 
Where {hall mortals feek for aid. 
Thee to fing ? whofe tuneful lays 
Shall thy Ikill in mufic praife }' 
Infpir'd by thee, thy fons their duty ihow. 
And imitate below. 
With pious love. 
What Angels fing above. 
With breath the fpacious Organ fill | 
With vital breath the Trumpet fwell j 
Infpire the foftening Flute with (kill j 
And let Cecilia, Goddefs of our fong. 
In melting accents ever dwell 
On every firing and every tongue. 
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For ever facred be die Atf, 
Beyond all others briglit anA ikir. 
Ever joyous, ever gay, 
When firfl diyine Cecilia found 
The magic art to quicken the iong filent tir 
With all the energy of found. 
Up to the ikiesy 
On new-fledg*d wings. 
From earth ccleftial mufick fliesj 
And joins in concert with the Cherub's firings, 
Down from their blifsful bowers they came i 
Came down, to liflen and admire 
The mighty animated frame, 
Itfelf a quire. 

She fmil'd, 
Cecilia fmil'd, to fee 
The Cherubs mild, 

With hovering wings defcending from on liigh. 
Like nimble lightning, fwift and gay, 
0*er all the keys her wanton fingers play j 
The ready notes obey her touch : 
PiflblvM in ecftafy 
Th* immortal beings lye ; 
Divine Cecilia charms too much. 

Her fprightly Treble, warbling fweet. 
Glides through the veins 
On even feet, 

And binds the foul in filken chains : 
The yielding foul with foftnefs it difarms. 
And, like a woman^ charms. 

With 
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With manly grace tfae:Bafs fUlks hi£^» 

Array'd in awfal majeily : 

Its haughty bound and pompous found 

The fpirits wann^ the foul alarm. 

And (hake the trembling air around. 

Between the two extremes the Tenor fldws 

Ih gentle dreams, perfuading union as it goes*. 

And now in perfe£t harmony 

The blended parts agree. 

And glut the lidening ear with melody* 

The Treble ftarts i 
On fwift divifion leads the chaet. 
And quite out-ftrips the loitering parts*. 
The rumbling Bafs with clumfy pace 
Purfues the fteeting fugitive. 
And all in triumph docs her backward drive r 
But fee I 

The friendly Tenor, all for unity, . 
Does mildly interpofe. 
And joins them ih a full compounded clofe* 

She paus'd a while ; . 
For iilence has in Mufick place. 
The ravi(h*d Cherubs, with a iilentfmile^. 
Difclofe ama^meht on each face. 
Again fhe plies thk loud machine { 
Again intranc'd the Cherubs lie ; 
Ifnmortal, y6t in pleafuret atmod die*. 
Thrice the bvely Maid 
Pami'd I Had thHce ihe playact i 

X4. Ahd 
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And thrice (he ihew*d the power divine 
And wondrous force of modulated found. 
That like a mighty torrent flows, 
Vi£torious as it goes» 
And fweeps away the ilrongeft mound. 

CHORUS. 

With breath the fpacious Organ fiUf 
With vital breath the trumpet fwell ; 
Infpire the fofrening Flute with fkill i 
And let Cecilia, Goddefs of our fong. 
In melting accents ever dwell. 
In every (Iring and every tongue. 

ODE FOR ST. CECILIA'S D^AY, 
AS ALTERED BY MR. POPE*. 

I. 

"pVESCEND, ye Nine! dcfcend and fmg ; 

-*^ The breathing inftruments infpire j 

Wake into voice each filent ftring, 

And fweep the founding lyre ! 

In 

♦ Set to mufic by Dr. Greene, in 1730, as an exercife on 
taking his degree of Do£lor of Mulic in the univeriity of 
Cambridge. It was performed with great applaufe ; and, as 
an additional teftimo;)y to his merit. Dr. Greene was honoured 
with the title of profeflbr of mufic at Cambridge. To anfwer 
Greene's purpofe, Mr. Pope condefcended to make confiderable 
alterations in the poem, and at his requeft to infert in it one 

i^anza, 
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In a fadly- pleating ftrain 
Let the warbling lute complain t 
In more lengthened notes and flow. 
The deep, majeftic, folemn organs blow* 
Hark ! the numbers foft and clear 
Gently fteal upon the ear ; 
Now louder they found. 
Till the roofs all around 
The (hrill echoes rebound : 
Till, by degrees, remote and fmall. 
The drains decay. 
And melt away. 
In a dying, dying fall* 

XL 

By Mutic, minds an equal temper know. 
Nor fwell too high, nor fink too low. 

If in the bread tumultuous joys arife, 

Mutic her foft alTuaiive voice applies ; 
Or, when the foul is funk in cares. 
Exalts her with enlivening airs. 

Warriors (he fires by fprightly founds { 

Pours balm into the lover's wounds : 

Faflions no more the foul engage, 

Ev*n Fa£kions hear away their rage. 

ftanza, viz. the third. As he thereby remdered it ^atly diflfe- 
rent from the ode originally publilhed, I Ihall make no apo« 
logy to my readers for copying it from the valuable work in 
which it firft appeared in print, the '^ Hiftory of Mufic," 
by Sir John Hawkins. See vol. V. of that excellent perform- 
ance, p. 328. And fee alfo Mr. Goftllng's Catalogue of Muiic^ 
i/dld by auAion by S. Baker in May 1777. N. 

IIL Am- 
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lu; 

Amphion tlitis'bftde wild dTflbhfiob tcA, 
And foftenM mortiils learn*d the arts of peace*. 
Amphion taught contending Sdngs, 
From various difcordF, to create 
The muiic of a well-tun*d fbttie ; 
Kor flack, nor ftrain the tender firings, . 
Thofe ufeful touches to impart. 
That flrike the fubje^*8 anfwering heart. 
And the foft iilent harmony that f^ring;^ 
From facred union and confent of thiogflu 

IV. 

But, when our country's caufe provokes to anns« 
How martial mu(ic ev«ry bofom warms ! 
When the firft veflcl dar'd the feas. 

The Thracian rais*d his (hrain. 
And Argo faw her kindred trees 
Dcfcend from Pelion to the main. 
Tranfported demi-gods flood round, . 
And men grew heroes at the found, . 

InflamM with glory's charms ! 
Each chief his fevenfold ihield difplay*d, . 
And half unfheath*d the fhining blade : 
And feas, and rocks, and fkies rebound 
To aims, to arms, to arms ! 

V. 

But when through all th' infernal bounds. 
Which flaming Pfalegeton furrounds. 
Sad Orpheus foUght his cokifbrt loll t 

the 
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The adamantine gates were barr'd, 
Aftd nought was feen, and nought was heanlj 
Around the dteary coaft 1 

But dreadful gleams, 
Difmal fcreamsy 
Fires that glow,. 
Shrieks of woc^ 
Sullen moans. 
Hollow groans. 
And cries of tortur'd ghofts ! 
But hark ! he ftrikes the golden lyre §- 
And fee ! the tortur'd ghofts refpire. 
See Ihady forlns advance t 
And the pale fpe£tres dance ! 
The Furies fink upon their iron beds, [heads* 
And fnakcs uacurl'd hang HiWning roaod their 

VI. 

By the ftieams that erer flow, 
By the fragrant winds that blow ' 

O'er the Elyfian flowers { 
By thofe happy fouls that dwell * 
}b yellow meads of Afphodel, . 
Or Amaranthine bowcri j . • 
By the hero's armed (hades ; 
Glittering through the gloomy glades^ 
By the youths that died for love, 
Wandering in the myrtle grove ;; 
Reftore, reftore Eurydice to life t 
Ghp take the hufband, or return the wife t 

VII. He 
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VIL 

He fungy and Hell confented 
To hear die Poet's prayer; 
Stern Proferpine relented, 
And gave him back the Fain 
Thus fong could prevail 
0*er Death and o'er Hell^ 
A conqueft how hard and how gloiiout I 
Though Fate had fafl bound her 
With Styx nine times round her. 
Yet Muiic and Love were victorious. 

EPIGRAM, 

ASCRIBED TO MR. POPB^ 
ON ONE WHO MADE LONG EPITAPHS*. 

Tj^ R I E N D, for your Epitaphs I gricv'd, 
•*- Where ftill fo much is faid, 
One half will never be believ'd, 
The other never read. 

* It is not generally known, that the perfon here intended 
was Dr. Freindy mafter of WeHminfler SchooL N. 
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